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THE POLICE COUKT. 



IT was a cold dark morning in November, tlie city 
streets were swept by a bitter wind which drove before 
it clouds of dust, and, tearing riotously oa, shook awnings 
and blinds, as it came dashing down Sixth avenue, send- 
ing some of its flying eddies through tho rattling windows 
of Madison Market Police Court-room. A dreary place 
at beat, it was rendered more than usually so by the gloom 
outside, the wail of this wild breeze and its chill breath, 
which contended successfully agMnst the Kttle heat com- 
ing from the newly-lighted fire in a rusty stove, and, tri- 
umphing over it, filled the room with currents of air that 
made the miserable prisoners shiver in their wretched gar- 
ments. 

" Now then, ofiicer, bring up the next case," said the 
judge, briskly, as a policeman led away a forlorn man 
charged with drunkenness and dismissed with a reprimand. 

There was a stir among the poor creatures that yet re- 
mained on the benches. Seven of them there were — three 
men, whose sodden garments and blear eyes told the tale 
of habitual intoxication, another with low brow, showy 
clothes, and keen small eyes, who was charged with pick- 
ing pockets, and three women, two of them gaudily habited, 
with haggard faces yet streaked with the paint assumed 
last night, and a girl neatly, but very plainly drepei i 
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This one, chancing to be on the end of a seat, was next 
fiummoned fortb. 

A slight flutter of nnusnal interest yraa Tisible, as she 
earae up before the judge's seat, the policemen on duty 
loofeed at her curiously ; two young men, evidently report- 
ers for the papers, began taking notes, and the justice leaned 
forward, an expression of interest on his handsome sensual 
face. 

She was young and beautiful. 

ITie old, old story, old as the days when " the sons of 
God, saw the daughters of m.en that they were fair," and 
took them wives of all " which tbey chose." All that 
they chose, not such as chose them. Those splendid demi- 
gods wooed the flowers of earth, for a brief period of we 
know not what unimaginable happiness, making them 
mothers of giants, and perchance, leaving them to an old 
age of neglect and of despair. 

Now, as then, woman's charms are a dangerous gift, and 
this friendless being's loveliness aroused an interest in the 
breast of every man who looked upon her. She was 
slightly above the middle height, with round and well-pro- 
portioned figure. Her face, a long oval, with high fore- 
head, and nose slightly aquiline, would have been less beau- 
tiful than intellectual, if it had not been for the full well- 
shaped lips, the fair eomplesion, clear and rich with the 
rosy hues of health, and the large gray eyes shaded with 
long lashes. Her dress was of black alpaca, plainly made, 
she wore a sailor bat on her bead, and was wrapped in a 
large blanket shawl. Simple garments surely^ and yet 
there was an indescribable something in the arrangement of 
the luxuriant brown hair, in the neat white raffle at the 
throat, in the look of the pretty travelling satchel which 
she carried, that indicated refinement, if not a rank above 
that which her presence here would seem to indicate. As 
she stood there under the gaae of all thtse strangers, the 
expression of her countenance was resolutej and her manner 
was quietly self-possessed. 
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^ Now then, what, is your name ? " asked the judge. 
"Laura Stanley." 

"Age?" 

" Twenty-one." 

" Officer, what is the charge against her?" 

A big, good-natured looMng policeman stepped for- 
ward, and said, "There ain't none, your honor. I found her 
on Sixth avenue, about eleven o'clock last night, she said 
she had nowhere to go, and I brought her here." 

" Oh," said the judge, turning to the young woman 
with a smile-:-" a stranger ? " 

" Yes," she replied. " I arrived here late last night, 
the train I was on was detained'by an accident. When I 
reached the city I went to a hotel, but could not get a 
room," her lip curling as if the remembrance aroused 
her indignation. " I soon found that it was not safe for 
me to be on the streets alone ; I appealed to this policeman 
for protection and he brought me here." 

" "What has been your occupation ? *' 

" I have been working all summer." 

Her' accent, her modes of expression, the tones of her 
voice, were those of an educated lady, and this answer 
seemed a very strange one. 

The judge was evidently surprised. "What sort of 
aervice?" he asked. 

A brief hesitation, and then she said, " Genera] house- 
work." 

" General housework, eh ? Let me see your hands." 

The blood rushed suddenly to the young lady's cheeks. 
" Why ? " she asked, " why do you make such a request ? 
You surely do not intend to keep me here, ii,ow that yoa 
know I am not a criminal ? " 

"I don't know about that," replied the judge, insolently, 
looking with undisguised admiration at the handsome 
flushed face before him, " Your story does not seem a 
very likely one, you don't look as if you had been doing 
general housework. You see, a suspicious character must 

^* H,-5-sdt; Google 



10 LORD AND MASTER. 

be detained. I think you had better wait nntil tte other 
cases are dismissed. Officer, talie her back to lier seat." 

The young lady waited away, her cheeks crimson at the 
insult, her eyes full of unshed tears. A barly man with a 
surly face, and thick bushy eyebrows, who waa lounging 
among the spectators, looked after her shrewdly, and then 
exchanged a faint, almost imperceptible glance of intelli- 
gence with the judge. 

One of the reporters wrote rapidly, the other watched 
the reluctant prisoner, with a ciiriously intent and sympa- 
thetic gaze. He was a good-looking young man, apparently 
a own hair and chestnut moustache, 

s t for this, would have been effem- 

i , with a strange expression lurk- 

i iefinable something hard to inter- 

p knew him ; a look aa of perpetual 

V ost of despair. When the justice 

ii ) the friendless stranger, he half 

B ifould resent the rudeness for her. 

i _ led him, however, and he watched 

her without further demonstration of interest. 

The routine of morning business went on, the three 
inebriates were dismissed with a caution, the pickpocket 
after a somewhat prolonged examination, was sent to the 
Tombs ; the two showy women who looked utterly wora 
out and wretched, were next called up. They were accused 
of disorderly conduct on the street, the night before, bat 
as the men who had been with them had ran away, nothing 
could be proved against them, and they were allowed to 
leave the place. 

The outcasts and the drunkards were permitted to go 
free, the innocent girl was still detained. The court-room 
was nearly deserted now, the spectators had all gone hut 
the large man who still lingered, the policemen had mostly 
disappeared, one of the reporters had walked away, the 
other still remained, apparently absorbed in copying hia 
notes. The judge came down from his seat and approached 
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tlie place where the one priaoner still sat. lie was cer- 
tainly a handsome man, this administrator of justice : 
about forty, with florid face, thick biack hair, and bold 
blue eyes, 

" Now Miss Stanley," he said, " I hope you don't mind 
letting me see your hands, you know I must make a min- 
ute of the case. It is only to satisfy me as to the truth of 
your statement ; you will not object I hope," he added, 
quite deferentially, for she had drawn herself np so 
haughtily at his approach, that he felt it was necessary to 
soften her. 

She saw that opposition was useless, and drew off one 
of the stout woolen gloves which she wore. The hand 
thus revealed was white, soft, slender, with taper fingers 
and delicate wrist. 

The judge took hold of it with an insinuating smile, 
" Tou knorf such a dainty hand never did general house- 
work." 

The young lady started to her feet and snatched her 
hand from his grasp. " I have done nothing to deserve 
insult or detention," she said hotly, "and I insist npoa 
being allowed to go." ' 

The reporter who had been watching the two very earn- 
estly, now left his seat and drew near to the place where 
they stood. The judge looked round.at him angrily, but 
the young man represented the "Trumpeter," one of the 
largest and most Influential of the city dailies, and the jus- 
tice was too wary a politician to insult a member of the 
press, or give him an opportanity for making a paragraph. 
He changed his tone as he turned back to his prisoner and 
asked : 

" But have you any friends to go to ? I assure you I 
am actuated by the most friendly interest in asking." 

" I can find my friends, if I am allowed to seek them," 
she answered, evasively. 

" Perhaps I may be of service in pointing out to the 
young lady a respect able boarding-house," said the reporter. 

H,-5-sdt> Google 
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She turned upon Iiim as if she regarded this as only a 
fresh insult, but something in his face appeared to disarm 
her. "Thank yon," she replied, "I think I oan find, a 
place for myself." 

"I will tel! you 3 good plan," said the judge, aa if sud- 
denly inspired hy a ' brilliant thought : " Here is Mr, 
Bludgett who fortunately happens to be in court, his wife 
sometiraes takes boarders, you conid have a very comfort- 
able home there for a day or two, till you can see your 
friends. How is it, Bludgett, can you accommodate this 
young lady?" 

" Yes, your honor," replied the large man coming foi^ 
ward. " Our best room is empty now." 

" Well, what do you say to that plan, Miss Stanley ? " 

Tho fiiendless girl looked from the judge to the 
obliging stranger. He was a man of fifty or so, and his 
rough face appeared to inspire her with some confidence, at 
least she would escape from her present dilemma if she 
went with him, and after a brief hesitation, she said : 

"Yes, I will go home with you, if you can accommodate 
ma" 

"All right, come along then." 

" Good morning, Miss Stanley," said the judge, " I 
hope you will not be angry at the necessary formalities of 
the law, and that you will pci-mit me to call and see how 
you are getting on at your 3iew home," 

The ytftfng lady bowed fi-ig idly, but made no reply to 
this smilingly-uttered speech : as she walked away, Bludgett 
turned back for a moment : 

" WTiat time ? " he asked. 

" Nine o'clock," said the judge, quiefely. 

The young reporter heard the words, though he appa- 
rently paid no attention to them ; as he passed out he'i'aised 
his hat to the lady very respectfully, and she returned his 
salutation gravely. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

A HOUSE IN THE EIGHTH WAED. 

As Laura Stanley and her now guardian stepped out 
into the avenue, he said to her : 

" Perhaps you don't care to walk alongside of me, so if 
you'll go on ahead, I'll follow and tell you the way, 'tain't 
very far ; just go four blocks on this street and turn to 
your left." 

Laura, though a little surprised, thanked the man and 
passing him walked on with the quick elastic step of youth 
and health. Eludgett followed a short distance behind, 
looking back warily from time to time, as if he feared that 
some one might be dogging them, and eschanging as he 
went, greetings with quite a surprising number of disrep- 
utable looking men. Thus going, the two soon came to a 
house in one of the narrow streets on the extreme west side 
of the city. It was a small wooden building, a relic of 
fifty years ago, standing between brick edifices, some of 
thom much dilapidated but all evidently of more modern 
date than this. It was painted brown, and had a sort of 
old-fashioned stoop in front of it, reached by a short flight 
of steps, Bludgett, with an air of ownership, unlocked tlie 
door which was adorned with a brass knocker, and lead 
the way into a narrow entry and up a steep flight of stairs. 
At the top he threw open the door into a small low room, 
poorly furnished, with shabby ingrain carpet, painted table 
and chairs, and having in front of a high, black wooden 
chimney-piece, a cooking-stove in which a fire was smould- 
ering. 

" Take a seat here," he said, " I'll call my wife," 
Laura glanced about the room on entering, with an ex. 
pression of suppressed disgust, but the mention of the wife 
1 to reassure her, and she sat down by the dingy win- 
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dow. Bhidgett walked to a door and called, in rough 
tones: 

" Molly ! here, I want you ! " 

Then, as no response came, he stepped into the next 
room and a moment after, Lanra heard the murmur of a 
woman's voice, low and subdued, and then the answer. 

" I've brought you a boarder, ho come along and take 
Care of her." 

" What, another woman ? " said the voice, plaintively. 

" Yes, what's that to you ? blast you 1 come along ! " 

The young lady shivered at the oath, and looked about 
her as if meditating Sight, but the man, perhaps fearing 
this, at the moment reappeared, 

" She's coming," he said gruffly. His heavy, black eye- 
brows were drawn together in a forbidding frown, and the 
assumed friendliness of his look had given place to its 
habitual surliness. 

" If it will put you to any inconvenience to reoeive me, 
I will go away," said Laura, rising. 

" Oh no," he replied quickly. " 'Tain't no inconvenience, 
only women is contrairy sometimes, and my wife ain't very 
spry, ever." 

At this moment the wife came in, a small, thin creature, 
about thii-ty years old, with a pale worn face and deep-set 
eyes, Laving dark circles beneath them, and with a look of 
perpetual fear lurking in their expression. Her dress was 
shabby and dirty, her whole appearance forlorn and crashed. 

"There's Mrs, Biudgett," said the man, indicating her 
Avith his thumb as one might a dog. "Now you can fix 
things with her," 

The woman made a sort of awkward courtesy to Laura, 
who greeted her pleasantly and then said, " If it is any 
trouble to you to care for me, I can go elsewhere." 

"'Tain't no trouble at all," interrupted Biudgett hastily. 
" She'll be glad to have yon stay. Make her as comforta- 
ble as you can, Molly, and light a fire in the spare-room," 
t« his wife. 
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"Yes, John," she replied, meetly. 

" You need not trouble youraelf to do that at once," said 
Laui-a, "for I think I will go out for awhile." 

"Oh no," exclaimed Bludgett, quite eagerly. "It'a 
coming on to storm and you better stay indoors." 

As he spoke, indeed, sharp drops of rain struck against 
the glass and the day ■ looked gloomy enough outside, 
Laura turned to the window for a moment, and the man 
stepped to his wife's side and nttered a few words in a 
fierce whisper ; she looked at him with dumb beseeching 
tei-ror in her eyes, but nleeting his black frown, cowered 
away and said to her guest : 

" Yes, Miss, do stay here awhile, I'm very lonesome 
these days." 

" Well," assented Laura kindly, "I won't go away for 
the present at least, and perhaps not at all, if it storms ho 
heavily." 

"Then I'm off to work," said Bludgett, and with one 
parting scowl at his wife, he stamped away down stairs. 

As the last echoes of his footsteps died out, it seemed 
as if the woman breathed more freely. " Won't you take 
off your things. Miss ? " she said. " I'll freshen up the fire 
a bit and make you a cup of tea," 

," If my room is ready, I will go to it," replied Laura. 
'• I passed but an uncomfortable night, and should like to 
reli'esb myself a little," 

Mrs. Bludgett urged that it was not yet warm, but 
Laura wMved this objection, and was presently shown into 
a small apartment opening off from the sitting-room, and 
containing a decent suit of furniture and a small stove. 
There was only one window in the room, and over this the 
shutters were so tightly fastened that when Laura tried to 
open them to admit more light, she found it impossible, 
and was obliged to content herself with the faint glimmer 
which came in throu^ a single set of blinds in the mid- 
dle of the heavy wooden barriers. 

She was presently called out into the other room, bj 
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Mrs. Bludgett, who had set for her a simple repast, of which 
Laurg, partook with the appetite of one who Jiad been long 
fasting, but feeling very tii-ed, she soon after returned to the 
inner chamber in which a fire was now burning. Soothed 
by the warmth and comparative comfort of her new abid- 
ing-place, Laura yielded to her desire for reposa, and 
throwing herself on the bed, shortly after fell into a pro- 
found sleep — it lasted some hours^ and she arose quite re- 
freshed. Taking from her bag materials for the toilette, 
she bathed and redressed herself, feeling much rested. 
Then consulting a tiny watoh,'Ehe learned that it was 
three o'clock, and as it was impossible to ascertain from 
the window what the state of the weather might be, she 
went out'into the sitting-room. 

Mrs. Bludgett was seated by the fire, reading with ab- 
sorbed interest, a showily-illustrated paper. Indeed, she 
was so occupied with it, that she did not hear her visitor 
come in, and started like a guilty creature as she stood 
before her. 

•" What have you there ? " asked Laura, pleasantly. 
" It's the New York Weekly Typhoon," replied Mrs. 
Bludgett. " It do have such beautiful stories in it." 

Laura smiled as she took the paper and turned over its 
pages. " It has plenty of pictures, I see," she said, " what 
were you reading ?" 

" I was reading the 'Headless Lover, or Beauty's Last 
Temptation, a Tale of Loye and Despair,' " replied Mrs. 
Bludgett, glibly. " Have you read it ? It's beautifvtl!" and as 
she spoke, a look of real interest came over her worn face. 
"No, I have not read it," said Laura. "You are fond 
of reading, then?" 

." Oh yes ! It is my only pleasure," enthusiastioaliy, 
" when I read them real exciting stories, I forget eveiy- 
thing else. But—" with a sndden- falling of the voice, 
" Bludgett he don't like it, so please don't say anything to 
him about it." 

" No, surely," acquiesced Laura. " And I think I will 
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leave you to your rea<3iiig now and go out, it does not 
seem to rain quite eo hard as it did." 

" Oh no ! " esclaimed Mrs. Bludgett, in sadden, 
strange trouble. " Don't go out I Please don't, Miss ! " 

"But why not?" 

" Well," evasively, " it is so lonesome here." 

" Are you all alone in the house ? " 

" Yes, at least there's folks on the floor below, but they 
ain't home daytimes, and it's dreadful dreaiy such a day 
as this." 

" But Mrs. Bludgett you must be used to being alone 
hy this time," said Laura, " and really I think I ought to go 
out. I have A trunk at the depot that ought to be taken 
care of." 

"Bludgett ■will go after it for you. Oh, please don't 
go out." Then as she saw no relenting in Laura's face, 
she added, " There now, I'll tell you why, he don't want 
' you to go, and he'll he so angry if I let you. There, don't 
go now." 

The voice was very plaintive, the poor woman was 
looking at her with intense piteous appeal, Laura was 
. amaaed and troahled, more than ever anxious to quit the 
plaiio, and yet she did not know how to resist such en- 
treaties. 

" I cannot see what interest Mr. Bludgett can have in 
my movements," she said, " I really ought to go out for 
a little while. I will come back here for to-night, of 

" I do'nt know why he wants you to stay," said Mrs, 
Bludgett, though she drooped her head and turned away her 
eyes as she spoke: "But he do, and he'll be so angry with 
nie if you go out ! " 

"Suppose he is angry, what then?" asked Laura, 
looking at her keenly. 

" Oh ! " with a shiver. " He's dreadful, when he's 
mad." 

" Come now," said Laura, sitting down. " I will stay 
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here this afternoon on one consideration and that is, that 
yoa tell me ali about yourself: I should like to hear all 
your story," she added, earnestly. "We women onght to 
stand by each other, and care for each other." 

" No one never cares for me," said Mrs. Bludgett, with 
a sigh. 

" Have you no friends here ? " 

"Friends? nobody, only perhaps, Rhody. You see 
Eludgett do'nt like for me to go out much. 

"Why not?" 

"I do'nt know." She answered in a hopeless sort of 
■way, as if she had long ago given up the attempt to solve 
so pajszling a conundrum. 

" Have you ever asked him ? " 

"Asked him? No." As if the idea had never occurred 
to her ; then in a mysterious whisper: "He do'nt like for 
me to ask questions." 

"And -why not?" asked Laura indignantly. "Have 
you ever thought of it, Mrs. Bludgctt, what good reason is 
there why you should not have the same right to ask him 
questions, that he has to ask you ? " 

" But he is a man, you know," as if the answer were a 
sufficient argument against all heterodox inquiries. 

" A man ! " repeated Laui'a almost contemptuously, 
" Suppose he is, why should that give him any right to 
rale over you?" 

"But men are so strong." The shuddering emphasis 
that was laid on these words, was eloquent of the power 
there might be in physical force. 

" And he uses his strength against yon ! Is that manly, 
is that noble ? " 

Lacra was young, enthusiastic, loss cautious in her 
utterances than was always wise. At this last insinuation, 
Mrs. Bludgett drew back somewhat angrily : " He's my 
husband," she said. 

"Tour husband, yes, that is true," said Laura. "I 
know what that means. I have seen before now, -what 
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magic tliat title contains to a true and noble woman. I 
have known a man, because he was strong and could and 
dared, use hard words to a delicate wife. I have even sus- 
pected that he did worse, that ho stooped to the baseness of 
raising his hand against her, and yet I have known that 
wife defend him oven with tears in her eyes against any ac- 
cusation of wrong." Laura had spoken eagerly, quickly, 
with flashing glances and trembling voice ; the story evi- 
dently lay very near her heart. Mrs. Bludgett watched 
her with a slow interest awakening in her dull face. 

" I suppose it's so everywhere," she said. " Men are 
very masterfuL" 

"But it is not just, it is not right, it is not fair!" pro- 
tested Laura. " Brute strength alone ought not to rule, 
if your husband ordera you to do anything that is not for 
your best good, or that is unreasonable, you ought not to 
yield." 

" He says it is my duty to obey," she repeated dog- 
godly. 

" It is your duty and his, to pay due regard to each 
other's wishes, but that is all, there is no reason whatever 
that you should obey him in anything wrong or injurious." 

" Sometimes I have thought of such things a little,'' 
said Mrs. Bludgett, " but it only troubles me. He is my 
husband, "you know, he keeps me quite comfortable here, 
and when I have good stories to read, I don't mind," 
brightening up, quite defiantly. 

" What was yonr occupation before you were mar- 
ried ? " asked Laura, pregently. 

" I was in a store in Division street, a real nice store, 
quite first class." 

" And you left it when you married ? " 

" Of coarse," very proudly, " Bludgett was well able to 
keep me." 

" But you have never been so independent since ? " 

' No, and sometimes I have thought I'd like to have 
things a little more as they used to, be," slowly. 
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" What is your husband's occupation ? " 
" Well, he used to keep a shoe-store, but he has a sam- 
ple-room now." 

" A what ? " asked Laura, who was profoundly ignorant 
of city terms and ways. 

" A liquor-store, he's a great politicianer and hi« many 
friends in the ward," with wifely pride, as if he wei-e a sort 
of prince. 

Laura did not know much of New York politics, but she 
half guessed what this might signify, and asked her com- 
panion some more questions which drew out enongh to 
give her quite an insight into the plans and purposes of 
the man's life. About the time of election he was evident- 
ly a very important person, and Mrs, Bludgett mentioned, 
with much boasting, how many votes he could influence. 

As the two talked together, the evening darkened 
down, the storm abated somewhat, but the night fell 
gloomy and damp. After a while, Mrs. Bludgett began 
to prepare the evening meal ; Laura offered to assist her 
and showed herself wonderfully adept in the mysteries of 
such simple cooking as was needed. She mixed a corn- 
cake so skillfully that her hostess was lost in admiration, 
and,a8 she drew it from the oven, nicely raised and beauti- 
fully brown, the last reserve she had felt towards the 
-youngstranger, seemed to melt away. After watching her 
for some time in silenee,^she asked. 

" Have you got any friends in the city, at all ? " 

" Kone that I can see at once ; why ? " 

" You've asked me a sight of questions, I'd just like to 
ask yon some." 

" As many as you please," said Laura with a pleasant ■ 

Why did you come here, any way? Yon are a lady, 
I see that, though you are dressed so plain." 

■' Here, to New York do you mean ? " 

"Yes." 
I came because I wanted to earn my own living, and 
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I thought I could do it better here than anywhere else. 1 
hope to find fiiends to-morrow." 

" To-morrow ! " repeated the woman with a strange 
expression in her eyes, " And you were in Judge Swinton's 
court this morning ? " 

" Yes, I staid all night at the station, because I had no- 
where else to go, I was tolerably comfortable there. I had 
a place to myself." 

Mrs. Biudgett paid no heed to these last words, she 
only asked : " Tou have no one that would come to see you 
this evening; belike?" 

" No," said Laara, in some surprise, " surely not, why ?" 

" Oh, only it might be lonesome," she answered, 
evasively. " But let us have tea now, it ain't no use wait- 
ing for Biudgett." 

The two sat down to the meal and after it was 
dispatched, Laura assisted in removing it, as she had in 
preparing it. The woman was evidently touched more 
and more, her words grew kinder, and she watched the 
young lady furtively, with a look of curious trouble cloud- 
ing her face. Sometimes she seemed on the point of telling 
her something, but always she checked the words before 
they were uttered, and only said more than once : '" I wish 
yoo had friends here, I do now." 

The evening drew on, the kerosene lamp which lit the 
room threw its light on. the plain timepiece on the mantle ; 
it indicated half-past eight o'clock. Laura had taken up 
the book which she had brought with her, Mrs. Biudgett 
had resumed her illustrated paper, but interesting as was 
the story, it could not fix her attention. Ever and anon 
she looked furtively at her guest, and at every sound of 
passing footsteps that came heavily by, she listened 
intently. Suddenly the silence was broken by an appeal 
on the brass knocker of the front door. 

Mrs. Biudgett started up pale and trembling, Laura 
looked at her, and her expression was so utterly miserable 
aud apprehensive, that she was startled, and asked :, - i 
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" What is the matter ? "' 

"Kothing, perhaps it's only the folks down staira," 
answered the ■woman in stammering accents. " You ain't 
got any friends, yon say ? " looking at her with a wild 
stare of terror in her eyes. 

" No, but what of that ? " and Laura rose to her feet 
with a vague feeling of alarm. 

The knock was repeated hastily, and Mrs. Bludgett, 
trembling in e^ery limb, moved across the room. " I must 
go," she said, and she went slowly down stairs and opened 
the door. , 

"Is Miss Stanley here?" It was a clear young voice 
that asked the question. Lanra was snre she had heard it 
somewhere before. 

" Yes sir. Oh, are you a friend of hers ? Come up stairs." 

Mrs. Bludgett presently reappeared, followed by the 
young reporter who had been in court in the morning. 
The woman's whole expression had changed, her face was 
almost radiant with a look of relief "Here is a friend of 
yours," she said, eagerly, ushering the young man in. 

Laura looked at him in surprise, almost in displeasure. 
He came hurriedly forward to her. 

'■'Miss Stanley, this is no time to wait for useless cere- 
monies," ho said quickly. "I come to you as a sincere 
friend, to entreat you to leave this house at once. I know 
what sort of a place it is, and I assure you that you are 
.not safe here." 

During this strange appeal, Laura looked from the 
young man to Mrs. Bludgett in bewildered surprise. The 
woman cowered and shrank under the inquiring glance of 
those keen young eyes. 

" He says true," she sobbed, " if Bludgett should kill 
me for it, I must tell you. Go away with him as aoon as 
you can." 

"If this is so, I can only thank you for your kindness 
in warning me. I will go with you at once," said Laura, 
promptly. 
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3pped into the bed-room, and in a few moments 
3 with her shawl and hat on, and her satchel on 
her arm. Going up to her hostess who had sunk into a 
chair, and waa weeping convulsively, she laid a dollar bill 
on the table beside her. 

Here is what I owe you, Mrs. Bludgett," she said, " I 
believe you have intended to be kind to me and I thank 
you." 

" I would have told you before, but I was afraid," sob- 
bed the wretched woman. "I didn't want to hurt you, in- 
deed I didn't ! " , 

" I am sore of that, my poor friend," replied Laura, 
kindly. " Good bye." 

She shook the thin hand which was extended to meet 
hers, and burned after her now protector down stairs. As 
the front door was opened, the air struck in chill and 
damp, the young man paused » moment on the porch. 

"We bad better make haste," be said, " let mo take 
your satchel." 

At this instant some one came up quickly, and the 
burly form. of Mr. Bludgett appeared, ascending the steps. 
As he caught sight of the two young people, he uttered a 
fierce oatb. 

"Miss Stanley going away 1 Not if I know myself 1" 

"By what right do you interfere with my actions?" 
demanded Laura, haughtily. " Stand back, Mr. Bludgett, 
and let me p^s I " 

" Not by a d— d sight ! " he retorted fiercely. " Get out 
of the way, yoa young jackanapes 1 " to the reporter. 
Then to Laura, " and you go hack Into the hoase or I'll 
drag you in." 

All the indignation of Laura's nature was aroused as 
the man laid his band on her shoulder. "Let me go!" 
she said, angrily, endeavoring to strike away tia grasp. 

Her strength would probably have been of little avail 
against his superior power, but the young reporter who 
had stood by, with his face very pale and his lips pressed ■ 
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tightly together, now drew back and with woiiderM vigor 
and scientific dexterity, planted a quick blow directly 
under the big man's right ear. It was wholly unexpected, 
and the giant staggered a pace, and fell heavily into the 
open doorway of the house. 

"Now, Miss Stanley," said the young man quickly, but 
quite coolly, and in a moment the two were hurrying 
swiftly away from the place. As they turned the corner, a 
woman's scream, prolonged and anguish-stricken, though 
muffled, fell on their ears, 

" Poor Mrs. Bludgett," exclaimed Laura, with a shud- 
der, as she and lier companion fled through the gloomy 
streets. 



CHAPTt;K ni. 
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Fob a short distance, the pace of Laura Stanley and 
her escort was so rapid as to preclude conversation, but 
presently a wide avenue was reached, the young man 
hailed a car and the two entered it. Thus far Laura had 
trusted to his guidance blindly ; in the terror of the name- 
less danger from which she was fleeing, she had felt glad 
to accept any protection. Now, however, her companion 
seemed to feel that the time for an explanation had come. 

" Miss Stanley," he said, " you have a right to know 
something of me, and my reasons for coming to you this 
evening. My name is Frank Heywood, and I am on the 
staff of the Trumpeter. I have been in Judge Swin- 
ton's court agood deal, I know all about that man Bludgett 
and his mode of living. I was much troubled when you 
went away with him this morning, but I sawthat you would 
c<msider any interference on ray part as an impertinence." 

" I was troubled and bewildered," said Laura a 
cally. *' My experience since I came to the city had h 
such as to make me doubt every one." 
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"I understand," said Heywood, "You thought 
Bludgett might be trusted because he was an elderly man; 
you distrusted me because of my youth" — a strauge smile 
crossing his face for a moment, but not lighting up his 
Bad eyes. " I knew you were not safe in that house after 
nightfall, but I was obliged to make arrangements for your 
future comfort, before I could come to your aid. You have 
confided in me thus far, and I am very grateful for it ; now, 
if you will permit me, 1 am going to take you to the house 
of a friend of mine. Will you go with me ?*' 

Laura regarded him keenly, the dark motiriiful eyes 
met hers with a look which she never forgot, there was in 
it so strange a mixture of earnest appeal, and yet of dumb 
hopeless sorrow. 

" I rely upon you implicitly," she said ; and with a sud- 
den impulse of frank sympathy, she held out her hand. He 
took it with a quick eager grasp, the color deepening in 
lus cheeks. 

" Thank you," he replied ; " you will never regret your 
confidence ; I am going to take you to the house of Mrs. 
Cornelia D'Arcy." 

The name was that of one of the leading woman-physi- 
cians of New York, a name known and respected through- 
out the land. " There !" exclaimed Laura. " Will she 
receive me ?" 

" Yes, until you have time to secure a suitable lodging. 
Mrs, D'Arcy is 3a old and very dear friend of mine ; I told 
her about you this morning, and she at once suggested that 
I should bring you to her," 

" How very kind ! I shall really feel safe there. But 
Mr. Heywoodj how have you ventured to vouch for me ? " 

" I have seen you," replied the young man, quietly. " I 
have guessed a good deal of your histoiy; I know enough 
to know that you need protection and fi-iendshlp." 

" You ought to know all about me !" said Laura, impul- 
sively. " Indeed I have nothing to conceal from any one 
who has a right to inquire," 
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"Do aayou choose, Miss Stanley; I have no wish to in- 
trude upon yonr confidence." 

"It is no intrusion," replied Laura; "I had rather tell 
you. My homo is in Dutchess county. My father is a 
farmer there, and I have done so' much work about the 
house this summer, that I felt justified in saying in court, 
that I had been at service. I did not care to tell more 
than I was forced to of my real position." 

" You were quite rigbt in that." 

" But Mr. Heywood, I do not intend to make general 
housework my occupation in life," said Laura, with a light 
laugh. " 1 graduated at Essex College last June, and with 
my mother's consent have come to the city to earn my own 
living, probably as a teacher." 

" And, pardon the question ; you gave your real name in 
court this morning ? " 

" Yes," a deep blush overspreading her face. " I could 
not endure the thought of giving a false one." 

"I fancied as much," said the young reporter, " and I 
have taken care that it does not go into the papers to- 
morrow,'.' 

" How very kind of you 1 " exclaimed Laura ; " I never 
thought of that danger; that would have been terrible to 
me. How very good you have been about me ! " 

"I am glad that you like to think so," replied Hey- 
wood, with a faint smile. 

" I had heard much of the dangers of your city, Mr. 
Heywood," said Laura presently, " but I had no idea it 
wtia BO terrible a place for a -woman who is alone." 

" And who is young and lovely," said her companion 
slowly. Lauratnrnedtohimquiekiy, but he was not looking 
at her ; the deep eyes were gazing away into space as if he 
saw some mournful picture, rather than as if he were think- 
ing of her. 

There was a short silence, and then Heywood, rousing 
himself, said, " Well, Miss Stanley, here we are at Twenty- 
third street, and must leave the car," 
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The part of the town in -which they now were, was in 
strong contrast with the portion of it which they had left. 
As Laura passed with her new friend down the wide street 
between rows of stately houses, she for the flret time real- 
ized something of the grandeur and wealth of the great city. 
A short walk brought the two to a handsome brown-stone 
house, which had on its door a plate inscribed " Cornelia 
D^Arcy, M. D." 

The servant who answered their summons showed the 
young people into a comfortable boudoir, and after a brief 
delay there was a slight rustle of silk, and Mrs. D'Arcy en- 
tered the room ; a tall stately lady of about fifty, with 
gray hair an-anged in English curia on either side of a 
broad intellectual forehead, with regular features, a nose 
slightly Roman in outline, and dark profound eyes. 

"Well Frank," she said, kindly, "you have brought 
the young lady to me in safety. I am so glad ! " 

She extended her hand to Laura, who took it with 
some rawrmured expressions of thanks. 

"You are very welcome, Miss Stanley," replied the 
doctor. " But surely I have seen you somewhere before;" 
"Oh, do you remember?" exclaimed Laura, with a 
smile of delight. "You visited EssexCollege esaminafion 
two years ago. I' recollect you so well, but 1 did not 
think that you would remember me." 

" Why not ? " asked her hostess, pleasantly. " I recall 
you perfectly. You stood at the head of your class in 
mathematics and worked out some very difficult problems 
admirably." 

Laura flushed with pleasure at the encomium. " It is 
a great comfort to me 'to think that you do remember me," 
she said. "And that 1 am not so utter a stranger to you 
as I feared that I might be." 

" You would have been welcome on Frank's account," 
replied Mrs. D'Arcy, with a kindly glance at Heywood, 
who returned it with a grateful smile. " Now that I have 
seen you, you are welcome on your own." , , 
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" As you are in good hands now, Mias Stanley, I will 
leave you," said Heywood, presently, aod be rose to take 
hifl leave. " I am sure you must need rest. Can I be of 
any sei-vice to you ? Have you any luggage to be taken 
care of? " 

" I have a trunk at the depot," replied. Laura. " But I 
can go and attend to it to-morrow." 

"No, give me your check," urged Heywood, "and I 
will see that you have it in good season in the morning, 
I know that young ladies like to make a change in their 
dress sometimes." An odd smile crossing his face. 

" Tes, let Frank get it for you," said Mrs. D'Arey, " it 
will not be out of hia way to go to the depot." 

So it was settled. Heywood took the check and then 
bade the ladies good-night ; Laura thanking him agaia 
for his friendly interest. When he was gone, Mrs. D'Arey 
said; 

"Now ray dear, will you go with me to the parlor 
where I have friends waiting for me ? Or are you tired and 
would you rather go to your room ? " 

" Oh, to my room, please," replied Laura, " I am not 
tired, but I would like to write to my mother and tell her 
what a kind friend I have found." 

Mrs. D'Arey smiled pleasantly; "I am really vei-y j.lad 
to have met you again my dear," slis said. "I have 
thought of you more than once since that day ; I like to 
find girls who I think will make something in the future, 
and to know somewhat of them. I asked about you after 
I saw you at Essex j your teachers spoke very highly of you, 
and I have a memorandum concerning you in my note- 
book, if I mistake not." Then ringing the bell : " But we 
will talk over everything in the morning; and now heie is 
Mary, who will give you something to eat and then show 
you to your room," 

Ijaura declined taking another meal, and bidding her 
hostess good-night, followed the tidy maid to a neat and 
comfortable bedroom. 
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Here alie felt that she was safe, at last ; and with heart 
swelling with gratitude at her rescue and present comfort, 
she sat down to pour out on paper to that dear mother left 
at home, all her security in the present, and her hopes for 
the future. 
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De. D'Aecy, or as she preferred to be called, Mrs. 
D'Arcy, had been long a widow ; her marriage had been 
a profoundly happy one and had been blessed with sons 
and daughters, but these were all away from home now, 
and Laura found her hostess alone when she descended to 
breakfast the next morning. The meal passed pleasantly, 
Laura holding her part in conversation with so much intel- 
ligence and modesty as quite to win the doctor's heart, and 
when it was over, Mi-s. D'Arey said : 

" Now Miss Stanley, if you will come into my office 
with me for half an hour we can talk over your plans." 

She led the way up stairs and threw open the door into 
a handsome room, fitted up as library and office, the walla 
lined with book-shelves, a study-table neatly arranged, 
Standing in the centre. 

" Take this chair, my dear, and make yourself quite 
comfortable," said the doctor, rolling a low-cushioned seat 
near the fire, and seating herself in a large arm-chair by 
the table. 

At this moment there was a ring at the front door-bell, 
and immediately after a woman's voice, high-pitched and 
vociferous, was heard in the hall. 

"Shure and it's the docther hersel' that I'll say, and no 
one else at all. Till her it's Biddy Malone that's axin for 
her, there's a darlint, and she'U not be after sindin' me 
away." , . I 
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Mrs. D'Arcy eit[ile<3 at the adjuration, every word of 
which reached her distinctly, 

"Yes, Mary, I will see Biddy," she said, as the maid 
opened the door ; but even as she spoke there appeared 
coming in, the form of a stout woman with comely face and 
clean respectable garments. As she saw the ladies, she 
dropped two formal courtesies, ducking her ample person 
with antiquated respect 

" Good mornin', ma'am; andit'a hopin' you're welll am, 
and the swate young lady too, God bless her perty face." 

"Thank you, Biddy; I'm quite well," replied Mrs, 
D'Arcy, " what can I do for you to-day ? you're not sick, I 
hope?" 

" Sick is it, indade ? no, ma'am. It's long enough since 
Biddy Maloue had a spell of sickness, the Vargin be 
praised." And in triith the ruddy countenance and stal- 
wart frame of the good dame seemed to forbid the thought 
of illness ; but here^ as if recalling something painful, her 
expression changed, and she added, " Barrin' the faver I 
had last fall whin I got hurted, ye know how, ma'am, shure, 
and it's no use bringing that up agin." 

" No, Biddy, certainly not ; and I'm veiy glad that it's 
not for illness you are come to me to-day." 

. " No, me leddy ; it's thronble of mind and not of body 
I'm bavin', and sometimes that's waur, I'm thinkin'. It's 
about Pat, ma'am." 

"And what has Pat been doing ?" 
■ " Well, ma'am, shure and he's gettin' to be no good at 
all, ony way," shaking her head' mournfully, "He was aa 
good a b'ye, was Pat, as a mother would ax for, and a 
workin' stiddy all summer, but he s tuk to bad company 
these last two months, and he's goin' on very bad intirely. 
Gettin' dhrunk, ma'am, savin' your presence." 

"That's very sad, Biddy ; can't you persuade him to do 
better?" 

"Ah, me leddy; shure and I've tried me very best, but 
Where's the use ? ' Don't ye be a talkin', mither,' he says , 
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'you don't know onythin' about it. Ye're only a woman'. . 
That's the way ; he don't hade me at all ; 'a man muat ba 
a man', says he; ' and ye're only a woman.' " 

Mrs. D'Arcy's brow clouded aa Biddy spoke. " That's 
no way to talk to you ; " she said, indignantly. " The poor 
foolish boy does not know what he is saying, when he re- 
peats the slang that others have taught him. As a woman, 
you are the fittest guide to virtue, as his motherj you de- 
serve his respect." 

"It don't same right," said Biddy, a puzzledlook cloud- 
ing her honest face, " that he should trate his ould mither 
so, as brought him up, but it's the min as puts him up to it. 
' Pat,' says Billy O'Doud, ' ye're a fool to be tied to an ould 
woman's apron string,' Its mesel' that heard him say it, 
and thin Pat went wid him to Bludgett'a foment the mar- 
ket, and niver came home at all, the* night." 

" How old is Patrick ? " asked Mrs. D'Arey. 

"Twenty-one, the fifth of June, the Vargin be praised ; 
share he voted at the 'lection there was this blessed month, 
and proud I was of him too ; as foin a lad as a mother 
might wish to see," her face glowing with pride. " But 
I'm thinkin' it was waur for him afther," she added, 
her expression changing. " Whin his father lived — the 
saints rest his sowl! — Pat was a good mindinb'ye; the ould 
jnan had a heavy hand on him, ye know, ma'am; and since 
he's gone, Pat thinks he has no one to ax but himaol', and 
when the min come, afther him to go to raaytin's and 
sich like, he walks ofi" without so much as by your lave." 

" But how can I help you about all this, Biddy ? " 
asked Mrs. D'Arey. " It's very hai'd, but I don't see 
how I can help you." 

" Weil, me leddy, I'll tell ye — " and Biddy assumed a 
look of profound wisdom — "I've thought about this 
throuble night and day. Ye say min don't mind what 
wimmin folks say; they don't go to 'lection and they ain't 
so strong as min, and then—" after casting about.for some 
other good reason, she wound up — " they's wimmin, ye 
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tnow — " as if that covered and iocluderl all other weak- 
nesses, 

" That is it, Biddy," said Mra. D'Arcy, " women have 
not gveat strength and cannot vote ; therefore they are the 
powerless half of society. Biddy, you are a good reasoner; 
but.how is it that, knowing all this so well, yon have come 
to another of these feeble creatures for help ? " 

Mrs. D'Arcy spoke somewhat bitterly, Laura listened, 
her eyes glowing with sympathy. Biddy heard in pro- 
found admiration. 

"It's yoursel' that knows how to say things, me leddy. 
But I've come till ye because ye knows all the quality folks, 
and I thought perhaps if yon could git some great gintle- 
man to spake to Pat, he might mind bim." 

" I am not so sure, Biddy," that it will accomplish much 
even to send some grSat man to talk to your boy," replied 
Mrs. D'Arcy, " but I will see wljat can be done. Where 
does he work ? " 

" Wid Mr. Moulder, ma'am, a boss carpenter on Tenth- 
Street." 

" Oh yes, I know him. Mrs. Moulder is a patient of 
mine. I think I can do something foryon, Biddy." 

" The saints be praised, and I knew ye wonld, me led- 
dy ; shure whin I thought to come to ye, says I, it's the 
Howly Vargin hersel' put that in me head, her name he 
forever blessed." And so with many expressions of grati- 
tude, Biddy took her departure. 

" And now. Miss Stanley," said Mrs. D'Arcy, turning 
again to Laara, "shall we have our talk? I am sorry 
that my half hour is reduced to twenty minutes, by good 
Biddy, but she is always a privileged guest. No wonder 
she dreads drunkenness, poor woman; her husband used to 
abuse her fearfully when he was intosieated. A year ago 
I attended her for a brain fever brought on by a bi-utal 
blow i-eceived at his liands. Ho died last spring, and I was 
in hopes that she would have some comfort in her son, but 
it seems be is likely to foliow- his father's steps." Then 
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aiHinissiiig tbe subject with a wave of the hand she said, 
" and now ray dear, tell me all about youi-aelf." 

" My etory is a very simple one," replied Laura. " My 
father is a wealthy farmer living in Dutchess county. I 
have four sistei-s ; my only brother died somewhat more 
than a year ago. My fatber was always a cold, stern'man; 
from my childhood I can remember nothing from him but 
hard words or blows ; my mother is the loveliest and most 
patient woman on the earth ! Oh, Mrs. D'Arcy, you have 
seen a great deal of the world, perhaps you can guess some- 
what of the story without my telling you." 

" Yes, my poor child; yes, unfortimately I have seen too 
many such unions, entered into without any thought of 
equality, tyranny on one side, submission on the other. 
Wheu will men learn that they degrade God's divinest in- 
stitution in binding two immortal souls, the one to obedi- 
ence, the other to mj^terhood, whea true happiness lies 
only in aa equal copartnership." 

" I have heard," said Laura in a low voice, " that my 
father loved another woman, that he married my poor 
mother for her, money. He was a handsome young man, 
and she was a delicate, pretty creature, — she is pretty 
now to me," the girl's eyes filling with tears, " her poor 
worn face is so sweet and so patient. My father, I think, 
was unkind from the beginning ; at first he was angry be- 
cause only girls were born for some yeai-s ; then came aboy, 
and on him he concentrated all his affection. My whole 
life long, Mrs. D'Arcy, I have been reproached on account 
of my sex, as if it were a crime for which I was personally 
to blame 1 " 

" How crugliy wrong 1 " exclaimed the doctor ; " how 
Utterly unjust ! and yet I meet the same thing every day. 
When will people realize that until the legal stigma under 
which we rest is removed, until we have fairer chances in 
life, oiir very womanhood is a reproach to us. But we 
will not talk generalities now — go on and tell me how it 
was that you were permitted to go to Essex college ?," 
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" Because a wealthy aunt of mine bequeatbed a sum of 
money for that purpose. My father was bitterly angry 
that the thousands were not appropriated to the education 
of my brother. ' It was no use to teach girls anything but 
how to take care of children,' he said ; ' it was all that they 
were good for I ' " the fair face flushing at the remembered 
insult. " Indeed he aaid so much, that I would have given 
up the money had it been in my power to do so; hut the 
terms of the will were such that I could not alienate it. I 
was very happy at Essex, and did well there, but after my 
brother's death, my father, who was almost crashed by the 
calamity, grew harder and more morose than ever, and 
when I came home from college, it seemed as if he had an 
especial resentment towards me. There is no use telling 
you all I suffered," she said, gloomily, "I was almost 
maddened at last, and felt that I could endure it no longer. 
I said in the court yesterday morning, that I had been do- 
ing general housework all summer, and so I have, working 
like a drudge with no hope of escape, and -woree, with no 
time for study ! ' A girl had better be a good cook than 
anything else,' ray father said 1 If I had been a boy now, all 
ray fine education raight have amounted to something; I 
might have earned ray own living; as it was, he'd see if he 
could not. teach me how to be a farmer's wife ; he had no 
notion of keeping a fine lady in idleness. It is no use 
to repeat it," with a sigh, " I would not have told you so 
much, only I wanted you to understand how I was situa- 
ted. I resolved at last to go away, to relieve my father at 
least from the burden of my support; my mother approved 
my plan, was willing to have me come to New York to try 
to earn my own living, she saw that i could not struggle 
on much longer in the life I was leading ; my father, in- 
deed, made her and my sisters more unhappy by his treat- 
ment of me; I knew that they would be better offif I were 
not there, and so I ran away." 

" Ran away f " repeated Mrs, D'Arcy. 

" Yes, (ny mother conniving, I ran away. She helped 
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me to escape, and now she must pretend that she does not 
know where I am ; the very letter I wrote last night, must 
go to a friend to he given to her secretly, as if it were a 
crime. Poor, poor mother 1" For a moment it seemed as 
if her emotion would overmaster Laura, but conquering it 
bravely, she forced a smile and said, " I am here, you see, 
like a little girl in a fairy tale, to seek my fortune." 

" But, my dear, if your mother was wealthy, why are yoa 
without resources; I don't nndei-stand." 

" My mother was married twenty-five yeara ago, when 
the law gave all her property to her imsband," replied 
Laura; "my father has absolute control of everything, 
and hardly gives ns what suffices for the simplest wants. 
Mother gets a little money sometimes from the sale of 
butter and eggs, and did her best to fit me out for my ex- 
pedition, poor dear, else I would not have any decent 
clothes." 

" And you came here all alone ? " 

" Yes; I expected to reach the city in the afternoon, but 
the train was delayed by an accident, so that I did not ar- 
rive in town til! ten o'clock at night," 

" Poor child I and what became of you ? " 

" I went first to a' decent hotel near the station ; the 
proprietors refused to give me a night's lodging, because I 
was a woman, and alone. I had heard of such things, but 
never before realized, how the curse of our sex follows us 
everywhere," she said, indignantly. 

" Do not say the curse, my dear," remonstrated Mrs. 
D'Aroy ; " God has not cursed us in our sex. It is nian'a 
law that inflicts the injuries upon us." 

" And man's brutality," exclaimed Laara, rising in her 
excitement. " After I had been turned out of the hotel, the 
clerk followed me, and offered me a night's lodging in his 
rooms with a hideous leer. I hurried away from the place, 
knowing not where to go. Three times, in as many blocks, I 
was insulted, insulted so grossly too I " her eyes flashing at 
the shameful remembrance. "When God gave us women 
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hearts to resent indignities, why did he not give us strength 
to avenge them. I so longed to knock those men down ! " 

" My child 1 my child ! " said Mrs D Arcy taking her 
hand gently. " You have indeed h'id ^rert tuals, but do 
not let them make yon hitter God is leiy gfod, and 
some day will redress all these wrongs And men aie njt 
all brutes, my dear; your experience has been unfortunate, 
but there are many kind noble souls -imong men It la 
the old customs that have come down from less civilized 
times, that oppress women, rathei thap any deliberate m 
tention on the part of the men of to day, some of them 
are very kind." 

"I know it," replied Laura, softening, "that policeman, 
to whom I at last applied for protection was veiy good to 
me ; he seemed really troubled that he had no other place 
than the station-house to take me to, and made nie as com- 
fortable as he could in one of the ofBcers' rooms. And 
ft[r. Heywood has been so true a friend, that I shall never 
forget what I owe him." 

" Frank is, a good soul," said Mrs. D'Arcy. "And now, 
my dear, with what weapon do you propose to conquer 
for yourself a living in this great city ? " 

" Yon mean, what can I do ? I can play passably well on 
the piano,. I speak French and German, and I write agood 
business hand. My favorite pursuit is drawing, in which 
they say I have already attained some excellence, and I 
understand bookkeeping thoroughly; it is by this last 
knowledge, or as a teacher, that I hope to be able to earn 
a support, until, I can paint sufficiently well to give all my 
time to that art." 

" A very good catalogue of accomplishments," said Mrs. 
D'Arcy. " Well, my dear, you must stay with me for a 
few days until I have time to think what I can do for you, 
and then I will try to find you a cheap and comfortable 
boarding-place; meantime, as your trunk will be here 
presently, you can go out and find your fiiends, if you 
like." 
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"My best friend here," replied Laara, " is Flora Liv- 
ingston ; she spent part of a year at Essex and we got to bo 
quite chums ; I think I will go and see her," 

"An excellent plan,'" assented the doctor. "Where 
does she live?" 

" On Fifth avenue ; I have forgotten the number, but I 
have it in my note-book; she is a daughter of Mr. De 
Peyster Livingston." 

" Oh, I know very well where they live ; it is not far 
from here. I will tell you how we will arrange it, J will 
go out to make some of my visits and come back for you 
in about an hour, and drive you to your friend's house." 

Laura thanked' her hostess for this added kindness, and 
wrapping herself in a warm fur cloak, Mrs. D'Arcy entered 
the c<yup6 that was waiting for her .and drove away! 

As had been promised. Miss Stanley's trunk arrived, not 
long after, and by the time Mrs. D'Arcy returned, she waa 
quite ready for the drive. The toilette which- she had 
assumed, though simple, was eminently becoming. It con- 
sisted of a well-made black silk dress, and a short cloth 
sack, trimmed with fur, which had been part of her outfit 
for the last year at college. A black velvet hat and plume, 
and neat gloves, obtained lately for her advent into New 
York, completed her costume, and Laura, although entirely 
without city style, was a very fine and gracious-Iooking 
young woman, as she stepped into the ooupe and took her 
seat by the doctor. 

A short drive brought them to a handsome house on Fifth 
avenue, a»d here Mrs. D'Arcy left her yonag friend. 
Laura ascended the broad steps which led to the stately 
entrance of one of the finfest houses iu "New York. She 
rang the boll, and while awaiting the answer to her summons 
stood looking up and down the beautiful street. It was a 
fine morning, and the rows of tall buildings impressed the 
yopng stranger with a sense of wealth and magnificence. 
" It does not seem as if there could be poverty or misery 
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anywhere," she thought, as she looked at the elegant houses 
and well-dressed promenadera. 

At this moment a gentleman walked slowly by — a tall 
and handsome man — he looked up with interest at the 
eager youthful face, that was surveying with so much 
curiosity a scene bo familiar to him, and his first carelesB 
glance deepened as he recognized the delicate profile and 
graceful figure. At the same moment Laura turned 
towards bim. , It was Judge Swinton, 

SJie started violently, and changed color, as she recog- 
nized him, the judge raised bis hat politely, but the 
courtesy was wasted; the young lady had stepped into the 
vestibule and was out of sight. He looked after her with 
an amused and yet puzzled expression, and passed onwards 
with a smile on his lips. 



CHAPTER V. 

A HOUSE OH FIFTH AVENUE. 



The man-servant who answered Miss Stanley's ring at 
the bell, informed her that Miss Flora Livingston was at 
home. 

Laura followed him into a wide hall and to a sump- 
tuous drawing-room. She bad never seen, hardly even 
imagined, so splendid an apartment ; her feet sank in the 
soft pile of the heavy carpet ; the atmosphere around her 
was like that of summer, sweet with the perfume of flowers 
and melodious wi_Jh the song of birds. The thi-ee stately 
parlors opened into a conservatory, and the fragrant breath 
of the exotics floated in through the draped door-ways, 
while a score of unseen warblers chanted their songs, The 
walls were adorned with pictures ; the furniture; the orna- 
ments, all were of the costliest description, and many 
mirrors reflected the scene in endless graceful pictures. In 
short, it was such a suit of rooms as wealthy New Yorkers 
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are vety familiar witli, wliere good taste and abundant 
means have united to produce pleasing tiffects. 

Laura had not long to wait; in a few moments there was 
the flutter of a di-ess; and a you'ng lady came dancing into 
the room to meet her; a graceful, exquisite young 
creature, with that dainty loveliness seen nowhere in such 
perfection as among the ai-istocraoy of New York. 

Regular features, a complexion perfect in pearly fairness, 
with faint peach bloom on. the round cheeks, masses of 
golden hair arranged artistically in the latest style, large 
dreamy blue eyes, a month finely formed and with great 
possibilities of passion in its soft curves. She wore a dark- 
blue morning robe, that was faultlessly and fashionably 
made, displaying admirably the harmonious outlines of her 
flexible figure. 

"Why, you dear old thing," she cried, eagerly, as she 
hurried foi-ward to meet her friend, "how glad I am to 
see you I" a warm embrace closing the sentence. 

"And 1 am ever so glad to see yon," replied Laura. 
" How well you are looking. " 

" Am I ? " asked Flora, languidly. " Oh, I don't know; I 
have been awfully dissipated this fall, and am rather tired. 
But come up-stairs to my boudoir; this is such a stupid big 
pLoe." ^ 

" Is it ?" said Laura, with an amnsed smile, glancing 
about the beautiful room ; " I was just thinking that it 
was remarkably pleasant here." 

" Oh, it's well enough, I suppose," said Flora, indifferent-, 
ly. " But we are so much cosier there, and can't be inter- 
rupted by any bores of visitors." 

Laura followed Flora out of the room, tip the broad 
stairs to a small boudoir . which she chose to call "her 
den," though anything less like a wild-beast'e lair would 
be difttcult to imagine. A pretty little place this waa, 
with rose-colored walls, toiletto-table draped with lace, 
and everywhere evidences of the young lady's presence 
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and pni-suitB — a half-completed drawing, some tangled 
embroidery, an open novel. 

"Sit down on thia sofa, Laura; I will make a place for 
yoa," said Flora, pushing away a heap of muslins that 
half covered the cushions. "Kow take off your things 
and tell me all about yourself." 

Laura loosened her hat and laid it aside ; as she did so, 
Flora picked it up. " Where did you get this ? " she 
asked, holding it up with a contemptuous curl of her pretty 

lip. 

" In Poughkeepsie," smiled Laura. " Why, is it dread- 
ful ? " 

" The materials are well enough, but the feather is put 
in all wrong. May I change it ? " 

■ "Of course you may, and thank you; though I am 
afraid you can't make me stylish on any terms." 

" Oh, yes I could ! you have great capabilities," replied 
Flora, regarding her critically. " You look very nice 
any way, and you could be made stunning. But now 
tell me how you came here, and what you have been doing 
since we parted a year and a half ago. I thought you 
had forgotten me." 

"You did not answer my last letter," replied Laura. 

" Didn't I ? well, I've been awfully busy," with a look 
as of a minister of state. "But tell me all. I saw you 
took honors at last commencement." 

"I did very well," replied Laura, "and have been 
at home since. Now I have come here to earn my living," 

" To do what ! " exclaimed Flora, laying down the hat 
which she had heen manipulating, and looking at her 
friend in amazement. " What put such a thought in your 
head 7 " 

" Necessity and inclination both." 

"But I thought your father was rich?" 

" He is well off, but you know. Flora, I always had 
' ideas,' I cannot see why a daughter shoald hang on her 
father for support any more than a son, I have been 
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eduoateil so that I can earn my own living, and intend to 
do it." 

rio]'a looked at her fiiend, a light slowly gathering in 
her eyes. " I believe yon can, Laura," she said, " and I've 
often thought it would be delightful to have something to 
do, like the men you know ; we girls are never expected to do 
anything except hang about at home, until we get mamed." 
"And to lend all our energies to obtaining a husband. 
Flora, are you contented with such a prospect ? You used 
to be so bright at college, I remember your compositions 
were the best in the class." 

"And I enjoyed writing them too," replied Flora, with 
animation. 

" And you never write now ? " 

"Sometimes I do, but what's the use? My friends 
don't associate with literary people; they think any wom- 
an who earns her own living is out of caste. Some of 
the family even thought it very wrong for pa to allow me 
to go to Esses; it is not fashionable, you know, and I 
believe I was considered rather strong-minded in wish- 
ing to go." 

" That was the real reason why you did not come back 
to graduate ? " 

"Yes; pa let me enter college because I teased so, but 
yon remember that aunt of mine, who came to see me 
while I was there ? " 

"A Ull lady, with glasses, Miss Murray, I think ?" 
" Yes; well, she brought back terrible reports about the 
place; she said the training was masculine, that the girls 
all wanted to vote, and so on. Pa got quite frightened at 
all thjs, and when I came home for winter vacation would 
not let me go back, I was ever so vexed, but it is never 
any use to try to do anything pa does not appi-ove of. 
" I missed you terribly that last term," said Laura. 
" You dear soul ! But tell me about everybody up 
there. Does old Sally come out with bunns just as she 
used ? " 
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For a time the two girls chatted over their college 
reminiscences, but at last the conversation turned back to 
personal pureuits. 

" And now what have you been doing," asked Laura; 
' I have answered all your questions. It ia my turn to be 
catecbiaer now," 

." What have I been doing ? " repeated Flora ; " oh, veiy 
much the same thing always — dressing and dancing and 
making visits and getting all tired out, and resting awhile, 
and then doing it all over again." . 

" Leading the life of a butterfly," said Laura. 
"Something rather like it, I suppose; every one seems 
to think I ought to be perpetually amused, and no one ever 
likes me to do anything useful." 

" I dai'G say it is very well to be a butterfly for a little 
while," remarked Laura ; " but it must grow rather monot- 
onous after a time, and an old butterfly has always seemed 
to me a sorry object," 

Flora's pretty face clduded. " I have thought of that 
myself, Laura," she said; " I am as gay as any girl, but 
sometimes in the morning there is a stupid time when I 
don't have anything to do; I get tired of reading novels 
and embroidering, and then I have often wished I had some 
regular occupation. As for growing old, the thought is 
dreadful !" with a shudder. 

"Yes," replied Laura; "it ia always so in the life to 
which women are so often condemned. La Rochefoucauld 
says, ' L ^enfer des femmes est la vieiUense.' The hell of 
woman is Old Age— and no wonder ! They are brought 
up to consider beauty their only power, and the parlor their 
only battle-field ; when they are too old for conquest, what 
is left for them ? Nothing but stupidity and neglect." 

Laura spoke with earnest feeling, and Flora was roused 
to responsive interest. "It is all true," she said; "I have 
often thought of that dreadful inevitable future, I had 
rather die than be like some women that I have seen; but 
what can one do to avoid it." 
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" Do ! " exclaimed Laura, " assert your own indepen- 
dence ; insist that a woman has the same right as a man to 
liberty and individuality ; that any woman is entitled to a 
career for herself, not in the same direction as a man, per- 
haps, but in such a way as the powers that God has give^ 
her would indicate. What is the reason men do not dread 
middle life? It is because they have some hope for sueeeea 
in the world, and believe that middle life will biing them 
the crown of their ambition." 

Flora's soft eyes kindled with responsive enthusiasm, 
"I only wish I had something to do," she said, "some 
definite hope for the future, life sometimes seems to me 
very tasteless even now. I have often wished so intensely 
that I could change my sex,, and go into business. Of 
course pa is rich, but then if I were a boy, I should be earn- 
ing something for myself." 

" Your father is a lawyer, I believe." 

«Yes.» 

" And has no son." 

" No, and I am sure that he wishes he had one ; we girls 
are not the same, yon know." 

" There it is I " exclaimed Laura, indignantly. " The 
inferiority of our sex ia forever meeting us. Why is not a 
girl as good as a boy? She is not so strong, of course, but 
she is purer and better, possesses the qualities men profess 
to admire, and can excel in many directions, if she is only 
permitted. Why should you not study law for instance ? " 

" Study law ! " 

" Yes ; yon could learn so well under your father's pro- 
tection; as you have money you need not toil at the 
drudgery of your profession, but you could work up intri- 
cate cases and in time win a great name." 

" Wouldn't that be splendid ! " cried Flora, the color in 
her cheeks deepening under her excitement. " I often feel 
that I could be something more than a mere embodiment 
of frivolity. Ob; how I could labor at anything useful ! I 
get so tired of worsted-work." 
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" Try it," urged Laura, " ask your father." 

All the light faded from Flora's face, "He would 
refuse, of course," she said. " N"o, it 's no use even to think 
of it ; I should never dare so much as to suggest it," 

" It would be worth the trial ; your whole future might 
depend upon it," 

" If I can muster the courage I will," replied Flora, 
" but I know it won't be of the least use," 

" Perhaps if you told your mother, she would help you,'' 
suggested Laura, 

"Oh, GO she wouldn't I You are an enthusiast, Laura, 
and don't understand in the least how our people feel alDoiit 
these things, I think ma once had some ambition, She has 
shown us some very pretty verses she wrote when she was 
a young lady, but now she only cares for society, her whole 
object in life is to get us girls well married ; there are six 
of us, you remember, and do you know sometimes, I have 
thought I would marry just for a change and to please 
ma." 

" Oh Flora ! what a shocking idea ! " 

" Well, you know I am two years older than you, almost 
twenty-three, this is my third season out ; I was very gay 
that winter after I left Essex, and last winter too ; then be- 
sides, I have had the usual round of the watering-places in 
summer, so I am getting to feel quite a veteran. My sister 
Maud is past nineteen, and will come out this winter, and 
I know pa and ma begin to think I ought to marry." 

"But do yon like any one, Flora?" 

"No, at least not in that way. I have had several offers, 
bnt I don't care for any man," 

" Then don't do it ! Oh Flora, don't marry unless you 
really love some one. And after all, how will this benefit 
you ? " 

" Well, there will be some excitement in the change and 
fuss ; but I don't really propose it yet, and if T can study 
law, I'll lead a life of spinsterhood to the end of my days." 
She added with a light laugh : " There, that is the lunch 
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bell, now FII tell you what we will do, you shall stay to 
luacheon, and after that we will go out together and I'll 
show you some pictures j you always loved them." 

" Indeed I do, drawing is my favorite art you know." 

" Oh, yon are going to be a great painter, I see." 

"I'm not snre of that," replied Laura. "I'm going to 
try." 

" Well, come down stairs now, if you are ready. By 
the way, where are you staying f" 

" At Dr. Cornelia D'Arcy's." 

" There ! " exclaimed Flora, opening her eyes, " no won- 
der you are strong-minded. What is she like f " 

" Ab elegant and stately a lady as you ever saw," 

"How I should like to see her 1 They say she has an 
immense practice." 

" Yes." 

" Now that must be delightful 1 How gloriously in- 
dependent she must be I " 

" She is, and you can be as much so when you are as 
old, if you will study and practice law," 

" I only wish I could, but we must hurry down. Ma 
does'nt like to have any one late." 

In the pleasant moriiing-rooni where luncheon was 
served, Laura found her friend's mother and sister Maud, 
the younger girls were away at school, Flora explained, 

Mrs. Livingston was a small woman with fair hair, and 
face that must once have been pretty, but it was man-ed 
by the look of unrest and anxiety about the eyes as well 
as tbe deep lines that time had traced. 

Maud was a handsome girl, taller than Flora and with 
darker hair. Eyes that shone with a sort of defiant light, 
and mouth, that lacked the amiable sweetness that sat like 
a charm on Flora's lips. 

Although both ladies were perfectly polite to Laura, a 
subtle instinct taught her, that they looked upon her with 
disfevor, if not with distrust. 
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"What are you going to do thia afternoon, Flora?" 
asked Mrs, Livingston when tlie meal was nearly over. 

" I'm goirig out with Laura to show her some pictures," 

" Oh," rather shortly. 

" Why ? Did you want me for anything ? " 

" No, only I thought you might drive with me to the 
Park." 

" Oh, that stupid Park 1" exclaimed Flora ; then as if 
recollecting herself, " but Laura has not seen it, have jou 
room for her, too ? " 

"I regret that I cannot offer Miss Stanley a seat," 
replied Mrs. Livingston, coldly. 

"Very well, then, I shall go oat with her to the picture- 



At this moment the servant entered the room, bearing 
on a tray, a basket of choice and beautiful flowers. He 
went towards Flora with it. 

" Mr, Le Roy's compliments," he said. 

Mrs. Livingston glanced up with interest. Maud's eyes 
followed the bouquet with a strange glitter in their depths. 
Flora took up the card which was attached to the basket. 

" Tliey are for Maud," she said, indifferently, 

Mrs. Livingston looked excessively annoyed, while a 
smile of triumph curled .the younger sister's lipa. There 
was an awkward silence and then Flora spoke again. 

" They are very pretty, and as they are to remain in 
the family and we can all enjpy thero, I suppose it does 
not matter much to whom they are sent. Come, Laura, 
the days are short and we had better start on our ex- 
pedition." 

As the two friends went back to the boudoir, Flora 
explained, "These flowers are from the man they want me 
to marry ; Mr. Ferdinand Le Roy ; he is ever so rich, but 
I don't care for him and I think Maud is really trying to 
steal bim for herself." 

Laura's reply took the fonn of a good-natured protest 
against the social system' which condemned these two 
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yoang oreaturee to stifle their aspirations for independence 
and to bend all their energies to the conquest of a husband. 



LAimA APPLIES FOE A SlTtJATION". 



Lauka Stanley and Flora Livingston were two of the 
prettiest young ladles that on this pleasant afternoon 
formed the " Rosebud garden of girls," that adorned Fifth 
avenue. Glowing cheeks and bright eyes were to be seen 
everywhere, but the contrast between these two, Flora's 
perfect style and blonde loveliness, with Laura's simpler 
dress, and more intellectual charms, made them strikingly 
noticeable: They both of them enjoyed more than they 
were perhaps aware, the homage of admiration that follow- 
ed them ; for under certain circumstances and in a oef tain 
rank of life, youth and beauty confer an undisputed royalty 
on women, and the brief queenship thus accorded is in 
the eyes of most men, ample compensation for all the dis- 
advantages and humiliations to which are condemned all 
others of their sex, and even these favored few, when their 
short reign is over. 

The two young ladies made a tour of several picture- 
galleries, some of them private collections of rare value, to 
which Flora obtained entrance through an acquaintance 
with the owners. Laura was perfectly absorbed in study- 
ing these masterpieces of art, and almost forgot for a time 
that there was any anxiety or trouble in her present posi- 
tion. The afternoon slipped away rapidly, and by five 
o'clock the two friends were on Fifth avenue near Twenty- 
third street where they mast part. Just here they met a tall 
and fine looking man of about forty, who bowed to Flora 
with a smile of intimate acquaintance, and after a moment's 
hesitation turned and joined her. The introduction which 
followed, informed Laura that it was Mr. Ferdinand Le . 
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Roy, and she looked curiously at this eligible suitor, whose 
favor was thought so desirable. 

Certainly a handsome gentleman, faultlessly dressed, 
with olear-eut Grecian features, a healthy complexion, and 
abundant dark hair, lightly touched with gray. He had 
blue eyes, with a cold steady light in them, his mouth was 
hard in its expression, with thin smooth-shaven lips, and 
he wore heavy English side-whiskers. 

After a short walk and chat, the three reached Twenty- 
third eti'eet and Lanra paused to bid her friend good-byo. 
Flora had proposed walking to Mrs. D'Arcy'swith her, but 
now she only said : 

" You think you can find your way home alone, Laura f " 

" Oh yes, easily ! " 

" Good bye, then, I'll come and see you very soon." 

So they parted, and Laura glancing back as she crossed 
the street, saw Mr. Le Roy bending down with every ap- 
pearance of devotion, to talk to his fair companion, who 
seemed to respond with pleased animation to his words. 

Mrs. D'Ai-cy had company to dinner that evening, and 
visitors di-opped in afterwards until the large parlors con- 
tained quite a number of persons well known in literalnre 
and art. The doctor was very kind in introducing her 
fi-iends to Laura, but among so many strangers she felt 
qalte alone, and was heartily glad, when, after awhile, 
Frank Heywood came in. She greeted him with well- 
pleased cordiality and the two were soon chattibg in a 
corner, like old friends. 

The young man had a fund of information on topics in 
which Laura was interested, and there was abool him eo 
absolute an air of purity, that she found herself confiding 
in him in a way that surprised her when shi^ thought of it 
afterwards.. His handsome melancholy face was very at- 
tractive to her, and the tones of his low musical voice 
fascinated her strangely. He outstayed all other visitors, 
and, seeing this, was going away when Mrs. D'Arcy stop- 
ped him. 
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" No, Frank ; don't go yetj I have aometbing nice to tell 
Laura, and you ahali hear it." 

" What is it ? Have you found some work for me ? " 
asked Laura, eagerly. 

" I think so," replied the doctor ; " gome time ago 1 
was talking with Mr. Joel Bolton, a wealthy merchant here, 
and he told me that, if I could send to him a young wo- 
man who understood book-keeping, and was well recom- 
mended, he would give her a situation as clerk. Would you 
like to try the place, Laura ? " 

" Oh, indeed I should," cried Laura, her face glowing 
with pleasure. 

"Is it Mr. Bolton of the fii-m of Clamp & Bolton?" 
asked Hey wood. 

"Tea; why do you look so grave about it, Frank? What 
is th^ matter ? " 

" I aia exceedingly surprised, that is all," 
" Isn't it a good place ? " asked Laura. 
" Very ; it is one of the largest iron firms in New 
Vork. I shall be heartily glad if they will receive a young 
lady into their establishment. It is an innovation, but one 
that ought to be made." 

" I think they wiil," said Mrs. D'Arcy, " I have not 
spoken to Mr. Bolton about it very lately, but he was 
quite positive, when we talked of the place. So if you like 
it, Laura, I will send you down to them to-morrow, with a 
letter of introduction. The pay won't be very high, prob- 
ably, not more than twelve dollars a week at firat." 

" Oh, that will be more than my most sanguine hopes," 
said Laura, " I have so wished that I might have some such 
occupation as this, which I could depend upon steadily, and 
not have to give lessons. I can still go on with my "draw- 
ing in the evening." 

" I sincerely hope you witi get the place, Miss Stanley," 
said Frank. " What time will you be at their office f " 

" When had I better go ? " asked Laura, turning to Mrs. 
D'Arcy. 
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"About eleven, I should say," replied the doctor. 

Very soon after this, Ileywood took Ms leave, and Laura 
thanking her hostess warmly for her kind interest, went to 
her room. For some time she coaid not sleep in the 
happy excitement over this pleasant prospect of earning 
an honest living, and her dreams were tinted -with the 
golden light of the hope that bad arisen. 

The next day, before eleven o'clock, Laura was on her 
way down town, bearing a letter of introduction from Mrs. 
D'Arey to her friend Mr. Bolton, . She had assumed her 
simple hiack dress and fur-trimmed sack, and was as intel- 
ligent and modest looking a young woman, as one might 
wish to see. For half an hour before leaving the house, 
she had been studying a map of New York, and being gifted 
with good commoti sense, and a fair portion of that pecu- 
liar faculty which enables people to find the path in stfenge 
localities, shehad no difBculty after leaving the cars, in mak- 
ing her Way to Cliff street, where a time-stained sign bear- 
ing the names " Clamp and Bolton " informed her that she 
had reached her destination," 

As she looked -up at the large, warehouse and then in at 
the offices filled with men, Laura felt her heart sink some- 
what. It seemed such a bold undertaking for a woman to 
attempt an entrance here ; however, summoning all her 
courage, she opened the door and went in. An elderly 
man who was writing at a comfortably fitted up desk, 
seemed to be the person most at liberty, and going up to 
him, Laura asked for Mr. Bolton, 

" Back offleet" replied the clerk, scarcely glancing np, 

Laura walked hesitatingly towards the end of the store, 
A tall broad-shouldered young man who was talking with 
the cashier at his desk, turned as she came near him. Her 
puzzled face arrested his attention. 

" What can I do for you ? " he asked, kindly. 

"I would like to see Mr. Bolton," replied Laura. 

«I will ?how you to him ; this way, Miss," 

He walked on a little before her; Laura lookine^at him. 
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thought what a stalwart fellow he was, with such a kind 
face too, ruddy with health, shaded with daric hair and 
moustache, and lit by earnest brown eyes. . As he opened 
the door for her to pass in, he took off his hat respectfully, 
and for a moment^jDis glance met hers ; there was a shade 
of interest in it, but there was none of that impertinent 
cnriosity that Laura had already encountered so often 
since her arrival in New York. 

Mr. Joel Bolton eat in his private olgce, a portly and 
substantial man, of fifty or so ; his surroundings were emi- 
nently comfortable, and as Laura looked at the handsome 
Brussels carpet, the black-walnut desk and cheerful fire-in 
the open grate, it seemed to her, that amid such appoint- 
ments, a woman was not wholly out of place. 

"Grood morning," said Mr, Bolton, looking up with 
perceptible annoyance : " What can I do for you ? " 

"I have a letter from Mrs. D'Arcy," replied Lanra, 
presenting it. 

The look of annoyance visibly deepened on Mr. Bol- 
ton's face as he took the note. " Sit down," he said, shortly. 

Laura sank into a chair, her heart beating violently. 
Mr. Bolton read over the few words of the letter, slowly, 
twice ; but rather as if he were gathering his thonghts 
together, than as if he did not understand the contents. 

" I am very sorry," he said at last, "but I can't give 
yon the place." 

"Why not?" asked Laura; "is it filled?" 

"Ko." 

"Oh, why not then ? If yon will only try me, I think 
you will find that I can do the work," she said, eagerly. 

" I dare say," he replied, " that you are well qualified 
and all that sort of thing, but I can't take you." 

" Bttt surely you will give me some reason," said I'aura 
rising, her cheeks glowing with excitement, 

" Well, then ; it is on account of your sex," 

" Because I am a woman ! " 

« Yes." 
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" I abould not have come to iutrnde upon youi" time,' 
Bhe said, haughtily, " but I was told by Mm. D'Arcy, that 
you assured her that my sex would be no objection." 

" So I did, so I did," replied Mr. Bolton, looking more 
and more annoyed and even angry ; "I- was talking with 
the doctor one day and was foyl enough to be persuaded by 
her to say, I would try a girl in this place. I felt I waa 
rash at the time, and when I came to think it over since, I 
knew the idea ^jas absurd. We can't have a woman in 
the office: it would be ridiculous," he added, testily. 

"You might at least have spared that insult," said 
Laura, hotly. " Good morning, sir." 

She left the room, her brain on Are, the blood tingling 
in her veins ; there was an angry glitter in her eyes, a hot 
fluah on her cheeks ; she felt as if she had received a blow 
in the face. 

The gentleman who had shown her in was still in the 
outer office. He looked at her curiously, and as he caught 
her expression his own changed. She hurried past him, her 
lips pressed tightly together ; in her excitement, she did 
not notice that she had dropped a lace tie, which she wore 
about her neck and which she had loosened on first' enter- 
ing the warm office. The gentleman picked it up and 
stepped after her. 

" Excuse me. Miss, but I think this is yours." 

Laura turned as if she feared some new outrage ; lien 
meeting those clear brown eyes fixed upon her with a look 
of so much sympathy — " Thank you," she said, and as if 
the utterance of the word had broken a spell, her own eyes 
filled with tears. 

" Can I be of . any assistance to you," asked the gentle- 
man, with wistful earnestness, as if he longed to testify hia 
sympathy in words; "can I stop a car or a stage for 
you ? " 

" I am much obliged, but I think I can find my way 
alone," replied Laura. Then with a sudden look of relief — 
" Oh, there is a friend of mine." 
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Frank Heywood at the moment appeared, coming down 
the street, and with a hasty salutation to the gentleman, 
Laura sprang to hia side. He caught her hand as she met 
him and held it firmly, but rather as if he would so calm 
her agitation than as an act of gallantry. 

Laara clang to his arm struggling hard to conquer her 
emotion. Frank was silent after the first greeting until 
they reached a corner, then he said: 

" Which way do you wish to go ?" 

"I don't care," replied Laara, "only let oa walk fast. 
I feel as if I must move rapidly to help me to grow calm." 
They went on quickly towards Broadway, making their 
way as speedily as they could, through the thronged street. 
The motion soothed the excited girl, her heart grew more 
regular in its pulsations and presently she was eufiiciently 
composed to say : " You can perhaps guess what has 
happened, Mr. Heywood." 

^' Yes, you have been refused the place." 

" And do you know why ? " 

"I can tell that also; Ithink; you have met again the 
disability of your sex," 

"Yes '. I have been rejected because I am a woman ! 
Not because I am stupid or incompetent, not because I 
have not good references, but because 1 am a woman 1 Mr. 
Heywood, you do not Know what we women feel, when we 
•meet an insult like this. Itis bitterly hard to bear!" 

"I do understand it better than you imagine. Miss 
Stanley," replied Frank gravely ; " my occupations since I 
have been in New York have been such as to lead me to 
see a groat deal of the horrible injustice under which your 
sex suflers. I know that in this great city, youth and 
beauty are a curse, except to the favored daughters of the 
rich. I have seen that women are shut out from every 
means of earning a living that is really remunerative, 
crowded into certain nan-ow walks, which, in consequence, 
are so thronged that the poor creatures are forced to work 
for the mei-eat pittance. Miss Stanley, I think I realize 
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somewliat of the hopeless disadvantage under which women 
labor, and my heart has been full of the deepest sympathy 
for you in the straggle which awaits you." 

The young man spoke in tones of strong feeling ; Laura 
felt the sincerity of every word. " Thank you," she said ; 
" if more men felt as you do, this state of things would not 
last long." 

" Very few men do realize the scope of woman's needs," ' 
replied Frank ; " they think that the agitation of woman 
suffrage is only the work of a few discontented souls. 
They do not understand that the demand for political 
equality is but one of the public utterances of a great 
dumb cry, that goes up from millions of hearts." ' 

While they had been speaking, the two young people 
had been walking aimlessly, though rapidly, up Broadway ; 
now Laura said,—" But Mr. Heywood, I am taking yon 
quite out of your way, I fear. I might walk, 1 know not 
howfar, if you contiimed to express views that so fully 
agree with mine. Don't let me detain you too long." ^ 

"I am at your service. Miss Stanley. I came out this 
morning on purpose to meet you ; have yon any plans ? 
anywhere that you would like to go ? " 

" You win think me rash, if I tell you what I had 
thought of doing. When I came out of that man Blud- 
gett's house so hurriedly, the other'night, I left a valuable 
book there, one of a set of Shakespeare, given me as a 
prize at school ; I should like to go and get it,, and to see 
how Mrs. Biudgett is." 

" You are a plucky young lady tO think of doing such 
a thing," said Heywood, with a look of undisguised admi- 
ration. " But I think you may venture safely, especially if 
you will let me go with you." 

" Oh, thank you ! If you only will," replied Laura, " I 
shall be so much obliged to you." And the two were soon 
going .westward, to the dingy street in which the Vlllth 
Ward politician abode. 
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When the two young people approached Mr. Blud- 
gett'9 house, Frank Heywood suggested that he should 
remain outside, while Laura went in, 

" So long as I am on guard, I don't think anything very 
terrible can happen to you," he said ; " and I know that 
you can talk with Mrs. Bludgett more easily without me 
than with me." 

Laura thanked him for his thoughtful suggestion and 
leaving the young journalist walking up and down 'like a 
sentry on duty, crossed the street, ascended the rickety 
steps and sounded a peal on the brass knooker. After a 
moment, the door .was cautiously opened, and the sharp 
face of a young woman peered around it. 
^ « Is Mrs. Bludgett in ? " asked Laura. 
'"Tes." 
" Can I see her ? " 

" I suppose BO ; " after a moment's hesitation, " come up 
etairs." 

Laura followed the girl to the sitting-room. There she 
found Mrs. Bliidgett, wrapped in a large shawl and cow- 
ering near the fii-e with a showily- covered novel in her 
hand. Her face was paler even than when Laura had last 
seen her, a large patch of plaster was spread on her temple, 
and the blood had settled in htaek circles under her eyes. 

" Weil, Mi-a. Bludgett, how do you do ? " said Laura, 
coming forward with a cordial smile. 

The woman started at the sound of the voice, and a 
pleasant look crossed her worn face. 

" Oh, Miss Stanley ! you have really come back to see 

»"* ' " J . 

" To be sure I have ; I came to ask how you are, and to 

get my book." 
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" Yes, I know, I seen it hero after you was gone, aud 
put it away safe. Sit down please." 

" Thank you," and Laura took a chair. " But what ia 
the matter? you don't look well." 

" I— I had a fall," stammered Mrs. Blndgett, " I ain't 
been very well ; Rhody here ia taking care of me." 

Thus introduced as it were, Laura turned to the young 
woman ; her fa«e was worn aud thin, yet there was a sug- 
gestion of vanished beauty in its outlines and in the abun- 
dant black hair clustered over the small well-shaped head, 
the eyes were large, dark, yet full of a hungry appeal, and 
the linos about the mouth were deep drawn and drooping, 
while the loss of two front teeth disfigured a set otherwise 
white and regular. 

Laura said to her, pleasantly : " It ia very kind of you 
Vm sare to come to Mrs. Bludgett when she is so lonely." 
"1 can't be here only daytimes; I work nights," re- 
plied Rhoda. 

" That must be rather hard ? " 

"It's all hard," said the girl, sullenly; and she walked 
away to the window. 

" Did you find your friends f " asked Mi-s. Bludgett, 
eagerly, of Laura. 

" Yes, I found very kind friends." 
" Where are you stopping ? " 
" On Twenty-third street." 

*' No ; don't tell me the number," interrupted Mrs. 
Bludgett quickly ; " I'm sorry I even asked you." 

"It does not matter," replied Laura, "as I shall only 
remain where I am for a day or two. But T must go now, 
1 have a friend waiting outside for me." 

"Oh, is he with you?" asked the girl, suddenly, from 
the window. 

"Who, Mr. Heywood ? Yes." 

" Do you know him, Rhody ? " asked Mrs. Bludgett. 
" Know hira ? Indeed I do ! " a sparkle coming into 
her eyes. " Don't you know how good he was that night 
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when we was 'palled?'" then cheuking herself, "but the 
young lady does not understand." 

" But I oan understand," said Laura, eagerly ; " do tell 
me all about it ; I should like so much to hear your story." 

" Yes, tell her Rhody," urged Mrs. Bludgctt. " She is 
real kind. ■ She might like to hear it too, seein' she's a 
friend of Mr. Heywood's." 

"It ain't much to tell," said Rhoda; "a great many 
girls could tell you a story like mine, I came here four 
years ago from the country. I was a good plain sewer 
and tried to get work. You don't know what that means. 
It means that I could only earn about three dollars a week. 
I -was starved ; I slept in a garret ; I had no fire in winter, 
no warm clothes. Oh, well, it 's no use telling you all, 1 
went at last to work in a concerl^saloon ; you don't know 
what that is ? . It's a place in a cellar where men get things 
to drink, where there is music, and girls to .wait on the 
men. I was one of the girls ; what I earned there helped 
me a little, and I had got so I didn't care much what I 
did " — with a dark frown, and a sudden catch of the breath 
— " well, one night the police ' pulled ' the place, that's what 
we call it ; came in and arrested all the girls." 

" Only the girls ! " exclaimed Laura. 

" Of course, only the girls ; they never take the men, 
that is, the men-customers. They arrested the boas, but 
they never touched any of the men who came there, night 
after night, and supported the place with their money." 

" And what did they do to you ? '•' 

" Carried us all to the station-house and locked us up 
over night. It was in January, an awful cold night ; there 
was no fire and all of us had on low-necked dresses. Oh, 
you look shocked at that; it was the rule of the place. 
The boss wouldn't haye us unless we came that way. It 
wasn't so bad in the saloon for a strong girl. It was hot 
enough in there, though it was draughty. But if we were 
ever so sick we had to come ' low,' that's what we called it. 
Thei-e was Jessie Burns, she was dying of consumption, 
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and coughed horrid. One night she said to the boas, 
' Can't I wear just a little scarf round my throat, it's so 
sore? " He looked at her neck — it waa Tery white, poor 
sou! ; 'No,' saya he, 'them shouldera of. your'n are worth 
a dollar a night to me, and might be worth more to you if 
you was a mind j no, you can't coKie covered up like an 
old woman.' So she came ' low,' until one night she was 
took with a fit of coughing, and broke a blood-vessel, and 
died in a few hours. Bat that ain't what I was goin' to 
tell you ; " said Ehoda, bringing herself back with a start. 
" It was about Mr.' Heywood," suggested Laura. 
" Yes, this night, when we was ' pulled' aa I told you, it waa 
dreadful cold, we had only light shawls and cloaks, that we 
could make out to run -round to the aaloon with, but when 
we came to be in a cold place all night it was pretty hard. 
We waa huddled up together, shivering, when this young 
gentleman came in-to make up the case for the papers, and 
he was so kind 1 when he saw how we was, he turned to tlie 
cop, I mean the policeman, and he talked to him I I tell you 
it was grand to hear him 1 " her eyes glowing at the remem- 
brance; " He said it waa a disgrace to leave us there in 
the cold ; be said if we wasn't made warm and comfortable, 
he'd put an item in the paper about it. Oh, you better 
believe they changed quick enough I they made a good fire 
in the court-room, and brought us up there for the night, 
and then Mr. Heywood said he'd keep names out of the 
paperfor any of ua that wanted it; some of them didn't 
care, you know, bat some of us bad friends at home, and we 
were so thankful not to have them know of this. Oh, he 
was so good and kind, never chafFed us, nor swore at us 
like some of the other newspaper-men. If he had been the 
brother of every one of us, he couldn't have been gentler." 
"He's a noble fellow, I know," said Laura," but what 
did they do to you afterwards ? " 

" Do ? nothing, of conrse ; let us ofi" the nest morning." 

"But. you were put of work at the saloon." 

" Oh, Lord bless you, no ! why, I work there yet ! " 
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"ButTdon't understand," said Laura; "wliy did tliey 
arrest you, if tliey were not going to close tlie place ? " 

" Well, just to make a fuss, and pretend the police were 
what they call very efficient. They had a new super, just 

"A what?" 

"A new superintendent, head of police ; whene^-er we 
have a new one, they always 'i)ull' some places, it looks bo 
good, but it never makes no difference ; they go on the same." 

Laura had learned a new lesson in city management, but 
interested as she was in the girl's etory, she felt that she 
ought not to keep Frank Heywood too long waiting, and 
presently she rose to go ; Rhoda brought the book which 
Mrs. Bludgett had carefully put away, and Laura bidding 
the two women a friendly good-bye, went out to rejoin her 
friend. 

As the young people disappeared down the street, 
Rhoda, who was looking after them, said : " That's as nice 
a couple as over I see." 

" I wouldn't wonder if it was a match," replied Mrs. 
Bludgett. 

" It would be a nice one, only he's a trifle short for 
her," said Rhoda; and indeed, the plume of Laura's hat was 
as high-as the crown of Frank's " wide-awake." 

" It would be just like a story, if he should marry her," 
said Mi-s. Bludgett, sententiously. " She's a good young 
lady, and he's a good young man. But then I told you 
abont Judge Swinton," she added, anxiously. 

" I know," exclaimed Rhoda, with a deepening of the 
hard lines on her face ; "but he shan't have her, now that 
I know she is a friend of Mr. Heywood's ; as sure as I live 
I will put a stop to that ! " 

"I hope you can, Rhody, but it's all a worry and a puz- 
zle," B£ud Mrs. Bludget ; with a weak sigh, " and now let's 
go on with the story you was reading before she came in ; 
it 's a comfort to forget all these troubles for a little while." 

" I don't know as to that," said Rhoda. " I can't foi^ 
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them, Ijut I'll go oti if yoa like," and slits took up again tha 
bIio wily-backed book, and resumed the account of the won- 
derful adveiitures of " Berenice the Beautiful," the hcfoine 
of an astonnding tale of mystic combinations and thrilling 
adventures. 

The day wore on, and after awhile Rhoda went away to 
prepare for her night's work, taking her departnre indeed 
somewhat earlier than wasne^essary, because Mrs. Bludgett 
was afraid her husband might come in, and he did not like 
to find any company with her. 

Left to herself, Mrs. Bludgett, as evening approached, 
made shift to prepare a meal, though it was evidently a 
pain to move about much, for she rested her head on her 
hand many times, as if dizzy or faint. By slow degrees 
she carefully laid the table for two, and then placed upon 
it cold meat, bread, cheese, and at last some potatoes 
which she had boiled, and having no farther excuse for 
waiting, sat down alone. She ate but little, and always 
with an anxious listening air, as if expecting some one. 
When she had finished, she cleared away what remained of 
her own repast, and then having arranged the things neat- 
ly on the table, and covered np some potatoes to keep 
them warm, sat down again by the fire. She was evidently 
much tired by what she had done, for she rested for some 
moments quite still, with her head on her hand, and her 
eyes closed, as if exhausted. 

It was now eight o'clock, and after awhile, arousing 
herself, Mrs. Bludgett trimmed the kerosene lamp, placed 
it near her on the table and began to read again. The 
story unfolded its wonderful scenes, but evidently her 
attention was but half absorbed ; she still listened to every 
passing noise as the time went on, but it was ten o'clock 
before there was the rattle of the latch-key in the front 
door and then the sound of the heavy step on the stair, for 
, which the wife had been so long waiting. Her face grew 
perceptibly paler as she hurriedly hid her book and looked 
up to greet the entrance of her lord and master. 
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Mr. Bludgett liad evidently been drinking hard ; as he 
came in, his flushed face and unsteady step plainly indica- 
ted this. His black eyebrows were drawn together in a 
dark frown over his bloodshot eyes, and his first words 
were an oath. 

"Ah, yon old hag I you are there, eh 1 " 

" Yes, John, yes. I set up for you," replied the woman, 
in trembling. tones. "And here is your snpiier all ready. 
I kept some potatoes nice and warm for you." 

With shaking hands she lifted the plate fi'om the stove 
and moved to place it on the table. But the man strode 
heavily forward and dashed it from her grasp, shivering 
the dish, and scattering the contents over the carpet. 

"Blast you!" he said, fiercely ; "I don't want any of 
your slops, you can't fool me that way. Oh, you pretend 
to be a good wife do you? do you ?" repeating the phrase 
with a horrible sneering emphasis, and ending it with 
a vile word. 

The woman cowered away and sank into her chair, 
looking up at him, with wild, appealing eyes. " No, John, 
no, don't say that, John." 

" I will say that,' and as much more as I choose, and 
do something besides," he added, fiercely, seizing her by 
the shoulders and dragging her up out of the chair. _ " Who 
was here this morning, eh ? oh, you are scared at that, are 
yon ? " shaking her roughly. " Yes, I saw 'em. I waa 
near by when they went away, that nice girl from the 
country and that young jackanapes of a newspaperman, 
blast him! Ah, I'll have my revenge on Mm yet 1 " with 
a horrible oath. 

" Well, John, it was not my fault if they did come here." 

" It wasn't your fault Indeed, you white-faced cat, you ! 
It wasn't your fault that she got off the other night, I 
suppose. Now where is she staying f " 

'T don't know." 

" Don't know I yes, you do 1 And you shall tell me, do 
you hear ? you shall tell me I" and he shook her with 
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both hands until she swayed and staggered in his powerful 
grasp. 

"Indeed, indeed, John, I don't know," she gasped. "It 
is on Twenty-third street somewhere, tbat is all I know." 

" Whereabouts on Twenty-third street ? " 

" I don't know j oh, please don't, when 1 don't know, 
indeed I don't ! " 

"You do know, and you skaU tell me if I have your 
heart's blood, blast you I " he oried, with a menacing hiss, 
and bringing his face close down to hers, holding her always 
by the shoulders. 

" Oh, John ! please let me go ; truly, truly I don't 
know ! " 

"Tell me, you hag! TeU me I " he shouted, "or I-U 
break every bone in your body ! " 

As he spoke he raised one hand and seized her by the 
hair, then lifting the other hand, his eyes glowing red with 
passion, he dealt her a l^avy blow across the face. She 
would have fallen -with the force of the shock, had not his 
cruel grasp upheld her ; as it was she swayed away with a 
low cry, the blood flowing from a gash in her cheek, the 
rest of her countenance ghastly white with fear. 

" Now -will you tell ? " 

" I can't ! Oh I can't 1 " groaned the wretched woman. 

" See how you like that, then ! " 

He struck her again and again as he spoke, his dark 
brow knotted, his face purple with his insane anger. At 
first the poor creature replied with wild appeals for mercy, 
but these died away presently, and there was no sound as 
he flung her from him to the floor. She fell and lay with- 
out motion, but even yet, the man's fury was not spent, he 
kicked the prostrate form moi-e than once, his heavy boots 
making the strokes almost murderous. 

Reader, is this scene too horrible ? are your dainty sen- 
sibilities shocked at such a recital 'i Think then if you 
shrink, from the mere description, what the reality must be, 
and say not that it is unnatural or overdrawn, when day 
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after day, our police records are fall of tho accounts of the 
wounds, the hurts, the death-blows, that women receive 
frora bratal husbands. 

When Mr, Bludgett had sated his blind rage, he stag- 
gered to the sofa, near by, and throwing himself upon it 
was soon in a heavy sleep. After a long period of insensi- 
bility his wife awoke to conscioosness, at iirst only partial, 
bat slowly, to a full knowledge of pain and weakness, and 
woe. Gradually, and with long periods of io«t, she got up 
from the floor and crawled to her seat by the lire; dizzy 
and falot, she seemed for some moments unable to move, 
thea the loud atertoroas breathing of her husband arrested 
her attention. She looked around at him, an expression, 
not of anger or of hatred, but of anxiety, ciossed her face, 
and tottering painfully into the other room, she brought a 
blanket and with it covered the sleeping man. 



CHAPTER Vni. 



The pleasure of seeing Frank Heywood, and then the 
■visit to Mrs. Bludgett had helped to quiet Laura's ex- 
citeraeot, aiid for a time, taken her from the contemplation 
of her own disappointment ; but alone in the quiet of the 
library at Mrs, D'Arcy's, the bitterness of the trial through 
which she had passed quite overwhelmed her, and when tho 
doctor at last came home, her first glance at the face of her 
young friend told her that something was wrong. 

"What is the matter, Laura?" she asked, anxiously ; 
•* you 'have not had any trouble, I hope?" 

" I have been refused the place ! " 

" Been refused 1 Why ? " 

" Because I am a woman ! " 

Mrs. D Arcy looked excessively annoyed. " After Mr. 
Bolton's many promises, this is outrageous I Come, my 
, deal-, tell me all about it." 
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Laura told her story ; the doctor heard with aympa- 
thetie interest, and when it was over did her best to con- 
sole her yormg prot&gie for the disappoiutment. " It is a 
flagrant cruelty I " she said, " men insist that women shall 
not have equal changes in life with them until they have 
shown equal capacity, and then they refuse to them any 
opportunity to prove what powers they really possess." 

" It seems a hopeless prospect," said Laura. " Some- 
times I too feel lUie joining the cry that has gone up from 
so many women and uttering the useless wish that I were 
a man." 

" No, my dear, no," said the doctor, " don't give up 
your hope because of one disappointment. It has been in 
soine ages the worst curse that could fall on a human soul, 
to be imprisoned in a female form, but already something 
has been accomplished towards the changes tbat must in- 
evitably come. Once women were not educated, were not 
admitted to any professions, were not considered capable 
of attending to any business ; now their education has much 
improved, though it is not yet what it should be; two great 
professions are open to them, medicine and journalism, not 
with equal chances it is true, but still, they can , obtain ad- 
mittance where once all doors were closed, and the time is 
surely drawing near, when the last barrier shall be removed 
and the civil and poUtical equality of women shall be ac- 
knowledged. Every one of us can do something to help 
on that time ; you can yourself do much." 

" How ? " asked Laura eagerly. " I have dreamed and 
hoped that I might do something, but the way seems all 
dark now." 

" You have your own favorite occupation in which you 
already show great promise and to which you can devote 
all your energies. This country has not yet produced a 
really gj-eat woman -painter, why should you not achieve a 
triumph for yourself and your sex in that art ? " 
" That has been my ambition," replied Laura. 
" And it is your true path in life, douGtless ; I can at 
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once obtain admission for you to the Academy of Design, 
and you can go on with youi- studies there,at the same 
time giving lesBona in drawing which will support you. 
This will be better, perhaps, tlian the situation which you 
have lost." 

Laura was much comforted by these kind words, and 
after talking over her plans freely with her hostess, it waa 
decided that she should the next day advertise for pupils, 
while Mfs. D'Arcy promised to use her powerful influence 
to obtain them for her. In the course of the conversation, 
Laura mentioned that Frank Heywood had come to meet 
her after she left the store. 

"How good that 'was of himl" said Mrs. D'Arcy. 
"Frank has such a, noble heart ! " 

" Have you known him long ? " asked Laura, who was 
interested to learn more of this new friend. 

"Some twelve years," replied Mrs. D'Arcy. '"His 
history is a very strange one; he has had trials and mis- 
fortunes that wouid have broken almost any spirit but 
his." 

" Are his parents living ? " 

" No, they have been long dead, and he has no broth- 
ers or sisters, no relations, indeed, nearer than an uncle, 
who lives in North Carolina," 

" Poor fellow, how alone he must be !" 

" More alone than you can imagine. There are circum- 
stances in 'his life that must always, make him desolate. 
He has uncpraraon abilities, and. hia. aija is very high, I 
only hope he will have the strength to make the sacrifice 
necessary to its accomplishment." 

"I admire him ever so much!"'8aid Laura, heartily. 

" He is as true and faithful a friend as you could have," 
said Mrs. D'Arcy, with a slight emphasis on the word 
friend. 

That evening as Laura eat with tho; doctor in the study 
assisting her iu addressing circulars for the Medical Col- 
lege, of which she was President, some cards were brought 
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As Mrs. D'Ai-cy looked them over, a pleased expression 



" Mr. and Mrs. George Bradford, aod Mr. Gay Brad- 
ford," she said ; " now, my dear, you -vril! have an opportu- 
nity of seeing my model couple. These aj'e people of the 
right sort ; Mr. Bradford is of mixed Kew Yorlc and New- 
England ancestry ; on his father's side he is descended from 
John Alden, and Priscilla MuUer, the lovers of the May- 
flower; on his mother's, he is connected with the old Enick- 
erbookers. Mrs. Bradford is a New Yorker by birth, be- 
longing to one of the best families here. They are both 
people of thought and culture, and they are such a happy- 
couple ! although they were married before woman's rights 
were ever talked of, they have been equal partners in all 
thiugs, and are lovers yet. Come, my dear, I should like 
,to have you meet them." 

Laura offered to remain where she was, until she had 
finished the circulars, but Mrs. D'Arcy would not hear of 
this, and the two presently went to the parlor together. 

There they found a tall, fine-looking old gentleman, 
with white hair and kindly blue eyes, and an old lady, 
■whom Laura thought absolutely the most motherly-looking 
person she had ever seen ; there was such a pleasant smile 
about her mouth, and such a genial expression on her 
healthy plump facie. But Laura's observations on the 
elder people wei-e cut shorter than they perhaps otherwise 
would have been, when Mr. Guy Bradford was'presented, 
and she recognized instantly, the broad-shouldered, brown- 
eyed gentleman, who had been so kind to her in the 
morning. Her color rose as she recognized him, and he 
met her with something* of the manner of an old acquaint- 
ance. 

Quite naturally the elder people placed themselves near 
enough for a friendly chat, while the younger gentleman 
took a chair beside Saura. 

" Miss Stanley," he said, " you are perhaps surprised to 
meet me soaoon again, but Mrs. D'Arcy ia an old friend of 
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my mother's, and when I heard that you were staying here, 
I could not help wishing to learn how you had fared after 
this morning." 

" Tou are very kind," replied Laura, " but how did you 
find out that I was here f " 

" I ata in the employment of Clamp and Bolton, have 
principal charge of the sales there, and just after you left, 
Mr. Bolton called me into the office. He knew that my 
mother was a friend of Mrs. D'Arcy'sand he seemed to 
think that he ought to explain his refusal of your services. 
He is not a bad man, and was really sorry." 

" Not a bad man, perhaps, only profoundly convinced 
that women are entirely incompetent to do anything 
useful," said Laura, hotly, her indignation of the morning 
coming hack strongly. 

Guy Bradford looked at her, a troubled expression 
clouding his earnest eye?. " It seems hard," he said " the 
place you would have had there could have been filled 
perfectly well by any well-qualified woman, and of course 
there was no real ground for refusing, except that it was 
unusual to see a lady in a large wholesale establi|hnQent 
down town." 

" It is the old story. "Women never have been given 
equal chanoes with men, therefore they never ought to be ; 
this -is no argument, of course, since the same objection 
could be, and has been, made against every improvement 
since the world began, but it serves as a great stumbiing- 
bloek in our way." Laura spoke impetuously and rapidly, 
but at the end broke off suddenly and turned to her 
companion with a smile. " But you will think me terribly 
fierce, Mr. Bradford, to he talking so strongly on this 
subject." 

" Not at all, Miss Stanley, you are quite right," said 
Guy, earnestly. "Indeed you will find me as warm an 
advocate of the equality of the sexes s»you could wish. I 
am no refo-rmer, it is true; I am only a hard working busi- 
ness man, but I have been brought up in the right way on . ^ 
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these points by both my parents, and if the question of giv- 
ing anitVage to your ees ever comes to the ballot box you 
will find my vote on the right side. It seems to me a very 
one sided government, which refuses to mj raothei ind sister 
all voice, while it professes to honor goodness and purity." 
" Wbat is that, Guy ? " asked Mrs. Bradford, turning to him 
pleasantly ; " are you two talking woman-suffrage already ? " 

"Probably," observed Mr. Bradford, -with a slight 
twinkle in his eye. " Guy knows too well what the politics 
of this house are, not to show his colors at once." 

" And our party is the party of the future," said Mrs. 
D'Arcy ; " so that Guy is quite right, and both these young 
people may yet be in Congress under its banners." 

" Not I," said Guy ; " Miss Stanley may go, but I shall 
be an iron-man to the end of my days." 

" And I," declared Laura, " shall prefer the quiet paths 
of art and study, to the angry strife of politics." 

" Certainly," explained Mrs. D'Arcy; "Miss Stanley is 
to be a great painter, and hopes to have a'conamission to 
paint one of the panels of the Capitol." 

Af|er the laugh which followed this, the conversation 
turned on art, and became more general. 

Other visitors dropped in as the evening wore on, but 
Frank Hey wood did not appear, though Laura looked more 
than once towards the door, hoping to see the slender form 
and sad face she Lad learned to like so well. 

Always after she turned away disappointed from one of 
those quick glances of expectation, she met Guy Bradford's 
eyes fixed upon her with a look of interest, almost of anx- 
iety ; this earnest gaze affected her strangely, and she felt 
her color deepen each time that she met it. At last he 
uttered the unspoken question : " Will you think me very 
impertinent, if I ask you if you ai-e expecting any one, Miss 
Stanley ? " 

"Not exactly <fcpec ting," said Lauca. "No, I have 
only thought once or twice that I saw a friend coming." 
"I am sorry that you are diaappointedj and yet no—" 
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he said, quickly. " Truth forces me to confess that, for my 
own sake, I ara a little glad. There, mother and father are 



going ; may I come to see you again, S: 

"Yes, certainly." But as Laura uttered the words, her 
eyes dropped and her cheeks flushed under his glance. 



CHAPTER IS. 

A FASHIONABLE SCHOOL. 



Mks. B'Aecy was faithful to her promises to Laura, 
and within a few days had procured for her two pupils. 
One of these was Bessie Bradford, the daughter of the 
kindly old couple, to whom the doctor had spoken of 
her young friend's attainments on the evening of their call 
It was arranged that Laura should give this young lady 
drawing-lessons on Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, 
at four, the terms to be a dollar an hour. The other scholar 
wa^ a daughter of one of Mrs. D'Aroy's patients, but 
was only to receive one lesson a week on the same terms. 
An advertisement for a situation was also printed in the 
Trumpeter, and while awaiting a reply to this, Laura went 
one morning with Mrs. D'Arcy to the Academy of Design, 
where her fine drawings procured her immediate admission 
as a student. 

On the next day, when she came down to breakfast, an 
answer to her advertisement awaited her. Glancing it 
over, Laura handed it to her friend. 

" At Mr, Glitter's," said the doctor reading it ; " that 
should be a good place; he has one of the largest and most 
fashionable young-ladies' schools in the city." 

" Had I better go there at onoe ? " asked Laura. 

"No, my dear; I think it will be best for me to go for 

■ " Oh, Mrs. D'Arcy I how kind you are 1 " 

■ " Tea, it will be much better for me to go than for you. 

fl,v'll,,».^iUV_l 
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I can recommend you so-much more strongly than yoo can 
recommeud yourself. I will take some of yoar pictures 
with me." 

Laura was very grateful for this new proof, of kindness, 
the more so as she shrank from encountering again the 
ordeal she had already found so unpleasant, and warmly 
expressed her thanks. 

Not long after, just as the doctor was about entering 
her carriage to start on her round of duties, a young lady 
was shown into the parlor, and Laura was informed that 
Miss Livin^ton would like to see her. She found tiie 
pretty blonde attired in the most tasteful of walking-suits, 
and standing at the window, looking eagerly out. 

"Do tell me," she exclaimed, almost as soon as she saw 
Lanra ; " is that Mi-s. D'Ai-cy f " 

♦' Tea." 

" What a splendid looking woman ! " 

" Isn't she 1 " responded Laura, warmly. 

"She- doesn't look in the least as I thought she did," 

" Why, what did you expect to see ? " 

" Oh well, I thought she would be old-maidish, and 
wear spectacles and a very short dress." 

"Like the conventional caricatures of strong-minded 
women ; but Flora havn't you yet found out that these 
dreadful creatures have no existence except in a comic 
paper ? I have met several of the best-known advocates 
of woman suffrage in this city since I have been staying 
here, and I assure you they look just like any other ladles 
of equai wealth and position." 

"Do they? Well, I never saw any of them, but Mrs. 
D'Arcy is certainly a very grand-looking lady. ' And now 
tell me all your adventures ; have you found a place ? " 

The friends took their seats on a sofa, and Laura de- 
scribed to Flora somewhat of the events of the past few 
days, not giving tl»e name of the firm that had refused 
to employ her, but relating the incident. Flora listened. 
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catching Laura's enthusiasm, as she always did when 'ilie 
■was with her, 

"What a jolly idea it would have been, if you had gone 
in there as clerk," she said. " How I should have enjoyed 
coming to see you and finding you perched upon a high 
Btool with a pen behind your earl " 

" I only wish it could have been," replied Laura ; " but 
as that is all over, I must teach drawing for my living; 
don't you want to take lessons ? " 

" Of course I do," exclaimed Flora ; " and that will be so 
nice ! You shall come twice a week to teach niB, and then 
1 can see you. I'll ask pa about it this very evening."' 

"Do ; I shall enjoy giving you lessons ever so much. 
I remember you drew very nicely," 

"Tolerably, though I had no such gift as you had. 
But Laura, doesn't it seem dreadfully dreary to go on giv- 
ing drawing-lessons all your life ? " 

"Not ataH," replied Laura cheerfully; "but I hope I 
shall not always be merely a drawingrteacher." 

" Oh, you think you will get married and so give it up." 

"No, I do not!" exclaimed Laura, quite indignantly. 
" Of course I may marry some day — why shouldn't 1 1 
But I do "not intend to allow that to interfere with my 
profession, I hope I shall not always be obliged to give 
lessons, but when I can sell my pictures for good prices, it 
will not bo necessary." 

"I envy you, Laura," said Flora, with a little sigh.j 
" you have the pluck, I truly believe, to carry out youi 
plans ; for my part, I have not even the courage to try to 
do anything, 

" You have not begun to study law, yet ? " asked Laura, 
with a smile. 

" No, though I have really thought a good deal of what 
you said the other day ; once or twice I have almost made 
up my mind to ask pa about it ; but you don't know him ; 
when you do, you will realize that it is not very easy to 
ask Mm anything that he would not like." 

fl,v'll,,».^iUV_l 
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Laura did not urge her friend any further; ah? had her 
own plana as to what she would do when she could see 
Flora more frequently, and with the sanguine hope of 
youth believed that she could accomplish much by her in- 
fluence. The two young ladies chatted foi- some time, and 
at last, as Flora rose to go, she said, abruptly : 

" How did you like Mr. Le Roy, Laura ? " 

" He is a fine-looking man," replied Laura. 

"Isn't he, and so stylish ! " 

"But— what is it, Laura? you do not like him, I can 
see ; why not? 

"Do yoH like him ?" asked Laura. 

" Well, he is vej-y agi-eeable." 
■ " Doubtless ; I should fancy he would be yery pleasant 
as an occasional visitor, though he has a sort of lordly air 
about him, that I shoald not wholly like ; but Flora, tell 
me what you think j have you seen him since ? " 

" Yes, Maud and I went to a ball, night before last, and 
he was there. You know he walked home with me that 
afternoon ? " 

"Yes." 

"Well, I was veiy pleasant, and when we reached the 
house, he came in and madp quite a call. The next day 
he sent me a bouquet, and at the ball was more attentive to 
me than to Maud, all the evening" — she ended qaite exult- 
iugly. 

" Oh, Flora t " said I^ura. " The idea of you two splen- 
did girls devoting yourselves to pleasing that man, as if 
he were the Grand Turlt, and you were two rival sultanasl" 

" How you do talk ! " retorted Flora, the faint color 
deepening in her lovely face. " What a dreadful way of 
putting it ! " Then with a smile she added : " I own there 
is some, truth in it, though ; but he is the beat match in New 
Y'ork ! " 

"Really? and so he has'a right to play the Grand 
Seigneur." 
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" He thinks lie has, at least ; he is the i-ichest single man 
in the city, and very highiy connected. He has been for 
years the most desirable partt in society, and the girla 
have quarreled over him for a dozen seasons." 

"No wonder he ig spoilt then; Tjat Flora, how can you 
condescend to join in such a contest ? " 

"For the sake of winning where so many have failed. 
To tell the truth, I believe he will propose to me, if I give 
him the opportunity, and it would be such a triumph ! " a 
faint sparkle coming into her blue eyes. 

"The old story bver again!" replied Laura. "Your 
fashionable life allows to girls no other scope for their 
ambition, than efforts like these. But don't you see how 
degrading all this is, Flora ? Would you not rather turn 
your powers to achieving success for yourself in stady, or 
in literature, than stoop to such humiliating work as this ? " 

"They won't let me," said Flora. "It is of no use to 
contend against fate ; no other success but ball-room suc- 
cess is open to me; I have been a belle for two seasons, but 
this would be such a victory ! " 

" But do you wish to marry this man ? " 

"No," said Flora, with a visible look of repugnance, 
"I don't care to be his slave for life, though I would like 
to see him at my feet But don't look so shocked, LaUra," 
she said, with a gay laugh ; " I don't think his heart will 
be broken. There, I have kept the can'iage waiting too 
long, already, and I really miist go. Come and see me 
before you change your home, and I will tell j*ou about the 
di'awing-lessons. " 

Laura could offiir no further remonstrance, and Flora 
went away, looking so bewitchingly pretty, that Laura 
thought it no wonder this haughty veteran of twenty cam- 
paigns was won by her beauty. 

While the two friends were thus talking, Mrs. D'Arcy 
had gone, acooi-ding to her promise, to the fashionable 
school of which Mr. Alfred Glitter was the principal — 
that is, the avowed head, of the establishment— thoa^ i 
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those who looked behind the scenes knew that Mrs. Glitter, 
a plain, hard-working woman, did most of the labor, allow- 
ing to her husband all the credit. Well situated on Mur- 
ray Hill was the handsome brown-stone house, with broad 
and pretentious portico, which served as a temple of learn- 
ing to many of the daughters of New York's wealthiest 
citizens. 

A servant in livery opened the door for Mrs. D'Arcy, 
and showed her into a reception-room showily fitted up 
with handsome furniture, and many pictures in staring gUt 
frames. On her way to this apartment, the doctor passed 
a class of young girla, going to a recitation. Pretty deli- 
cate creatures, most of them dressed in the extreme of the 
latest fashion, several wearing dainty white frocks, with 
broad sashes. Mrs, D'Arcy looked after them with a sigh j 
the slender figures all showed the impress of the corset that 
was to mould these pliant forms into stylish sraallness of 
waist, and the transparent complexions indicated a total 
lack of vitality, and a want of open-air exercise. The men- 
tal comment of the lady physician was a feiTent protest 
against the whole false system of education, and she was 
conscious of a strong desire to strip off the oppressive 
finery, and the stifling steel-clasped garments, and putting 
plain serviceable frocks on these young aristocrats, to 
turn them out on some farm to gain health and strength. 

Mrs. D'Arcy's card met with an immediate response, and 
her reflections Wfere cut short by the entrance of Mr. Glitter, 
a small man with very light hair and eyebrows and lashes 
that were almost colorless. There was a sort of assumfn 
tion in his manner, as if he were fearful that if he did not 
sufficiently assert himself, he would not be tindersfood to 
be the great and important person he undoubtedly was. 

" Ah, Mrs. D'Avcy — good morning— I am happy to 
meet you." 

The doctor responded politely, and then explained : " I 
called to see you, in consequence of a letter received this 
morning in reply to an advertisement in the Trumpeter."! ^ 
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" Ah, yes, yes. I have recently been obliged to part 
■with one 6{ my drawing-teachers, and when I saw this ad- 
vertisement, I thought the applicant might suit mo." 

"It is a young friend of mine, whom I can recommend 
most highly," said the doctor ; " she is herself quite an ar- 
tist, and has the best testimonials from Eases College." 

" Ah, a lad}/ ! " said Mr. Glitter, with a slight elevation 
of the eyebrows. 

" Yes, would that be any objection ? " 

" Well, no, perhaps not, though my last teacher was a 
gentlemen — I have preferred male instructors in all de- 
partments," Mr. Glitter went on sententiously, « as I have 
wished to give ray pupils the very beat tuition." 

Mrs. D'Arcy felt slightly indignant at the implied slnr 
on her sex, but restrained all outward expression of it. 
" Here are my friend's testimonials," she said, offering them, 
" and here ai'e some of her drawings." 

Mr. Glitter took the proffered papers, and examined them 
with tedious minuteness, asstiming most consequential airs 
of criticism over the pictures. " I regret," he said at last, 
" that the young lady is a graduate of Essex College. 1 
have always felt that the teachings there are hardly such 
as to develop true refinement, or, I may say, true womanli- 
n^s,"— this sort of climax was a favorite form of expression 
with Mr. Glitter—" and to fit young ladies for their real 
sphere in life," he added. 

Mrs. D'Arcy looked at the insignificant specimen of 
manhood who thus prescribed the limits of endeavor for 
her and her whole sex, with an amnsed contempt that she 
could scarcely conceal "The education there is very 
thorough," she suggested, mildly. 

" It is," admitted Mr. Glitter ; " it is, I am aware of 
that ; and these recommendations are very high ; on the 
whole, I am willing to take the yojing lady on trial," 

" How many hours a day would you need her ? " 

"Two Every morning from 10 to 12, she will have 
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two classes in the primary department to superintend. 1 
have, a professor for the higher classes." 

" And what salary do you pay ? " 

Mr. Glitter reflected for a moment. " Six dollars a week." 

" Six dollars a week ! " repeated Mrs. D'Arcy. That is 
very little I Did your last teacher have only that ? " 

" My dear madam, you forget that he was a man," 
— with a liland smile, as if all were said. 

" And was he a very superior teacher? " 

" I was not quite satisfied with him," replied Mr. Glit- 
ter. " la fact I dismissed him for incompetency." 

" If my friend proves herself capable, may I not hope 
that you will increase her wages ?" 

" No, madam, no. It is really quite a concession on ray 
part to take her at all, considering her sex; l>ut I am 
willing to try her at the salary I have named. I can easily 
get some one else, if she does not consider the compensa- 
tion sufficient; I am constantly receiving applications for 
work from young women." 

Mrs. D'Arcy knew that this was but too true, in all 
pi-obability, and took her leave, saying that she would make 
the proposition to her friend and send her to see Mr. Glit- 
ter. 

"Teaching is, after all, the one great resource open to 
our sex," said Mrs. D'Arcy, as she related the result of her 
visit to Laura. " And you, my dear child, must sufi'er 
from the overcrowding of the one occupation, that is held 
to be within a ' woman's sphere.' " 

" But I am quite contented with my prospects," replied 
Laura, cheerfully. " Six dollars a week here, and what I 
have from my pupils will make nine; then if I have Flora, 
too, that will be eleven ; oh, I shall be quite rich I " 

"I am glad you are bo brave about it, my dear," said 
the doctor, kindly. " For my part, I always have a fresh 
attack of indignation every time that the disadvantages 
of women in earning a living are brought to my attention." 

" But do you think that overcrowding in certain- walkSu 
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accounts for all the disabilities under wliieh we labor ? It 
aeems to me that women get less pay than men, as a rule, 
even when there is very little competition." 

" That is quite true. Women get low wages, even for 
work that they do as well or better than men, and this is 
owing to the fixed belief in their actual inferiority. For 
instance, people will have a man-servant to wait on table, 
when a woman would do in all respects better, because a 
man is more stylish ; in other words, a man is the Buperior 
animal. Just aa people will pay more for a horse than for 
a donkey, so men get better prices than women. Of 
course, under some circumstances, a good donkey 'is better 
than a poor horse, and so, sometimes, an able woman earns 
more than a stupid man; but those are only the exceptions 
that prove the rule." 

"And will it be always so, do you think?" 
" It will be, so long as women are closed on our statute- 
books with ' idiots, criminals and lanatics,' and so long as 
all women, however intelligent, are_ deprived of political 
power, while every man outside of prison-walls, no matter 
how degraded he may be, can cast a ballot ; so long as 
woman's inferiority is branded upon her by the state and 
the government, so long will her pecuniary value be less 
than man's. 



CHAPTER X. 



At the end of a week from her arrival in New York 
Laura was fairly established in her new round of duties. 
She went every morning, except on Saturday, to Mr. Glit- 
ter's school for two hours of teaching, and had, besides her 
other pupils. Flora Livingston, who had persuaded her pa- 
rents to allow her to take drawing -lessons, and to whom 
Laura went every Tuesday and Friday from 12 to 1. , , , 
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There was now no longer any reason why Laura shonM 
remain with the doctor, and although Mrs. D'Arcy would 
have been pleased to keep her young prot'egie with her 
longer, she saw^ that she was desirous of being' entirely 
independent, and believed that real kindness lay in allowing 
her to fight her battle by herself. 

" I have found a home for you, my dear," she said, one 
evening, after her return from her round of duties; "a place 
■where I think you will be quite comfortable. It is at Mr. 
Moulder's. Ton remember Biddy's appeal to me on behalf 
of her son ? " 

" TeS, indeed." 

" He works for the fii-m of Moulder and Joiner, and in 
accordance to my promise to her, I went to see Mr, Moulder. 
He has promised to administer a severe reprimand to Pat, 
and judging from his appearance, I have no doubt that it 
will be sufficiently stern. In the course of our convei-sa- 
tion I asked Mr. Moulder if he knew of any boarding-place, 
and he at once suggested his own house. I have seen Mrs. 
Moulder about it to-day. She is a very sweet woman — a 
lovely woman," added the doctor quite enthusiastically, 
" well educated, refined, very superior in these respects to 
her husband ; however you will soon have an opportunity 
of judging for yourself, and I must not prejudice yoa. 
They live on West Twentieth-street, wliieh will be a con- 
venient location. Tou are to have a third-story room with 
board for seven dollars a week; and, by the way, I have 
spoken to Bridget about washing for you. She is an 
excellent blanckisseuse." 

So ail was an-anged, and the iast day under the doctor's 
hospitable roof drew to a close. Both Frank Heywood 
and Guy Bradford called in the evening, and learned 
Laura's new address. 

" T shall come to see you as often as I can," Heywood 
said frankly, 

"I hope you will," replied Laura; "I shall be very busy 



uglc 



LORD AND MASTER. T9 

for I must work in the. evening, but I shall be glad to see 
visitors sometimes." 

" And may I come too f " asked Bradford, in a low- 
tone. 

" Certainly," answered Laura ; but her color rose a little, 
as she spoke. 

A carious smile crossed Frank Heywood's face as he 
observed the two, and lie turned away quickly to speak to 
Mrs. D'Arcy. 

After breakfast, the next morning, bidding her kind 
hostess an affoetionate good-bye, Laura sent her tmnk to 
her new home, by express, and started on her roun^ of 
duties. They occupied her antil afternoon, and the day 
was already growing dark, as she rang the bell at a small 
brick house on West Twentieth-street, Alittle girl about 
ten years old opened the door, a pretty child, with large 
dark eyes, and delicate sad face. 

" Oh, are you the young lady that has come to board ? " 
she asked, 

" Yes." 

" Please to walk in here." 

She lead the way into a small parlor, which was fur- 
nished with the conventional tapestry-Brussels carpet in 
bright colors, red reps sofa, and stiff chairs, and which had 
a stufiy close smell. Laura's heart sank a little as was in- 
evitable, the contrast with the doctor's large, airy, well- 
appointed rooms, was so striking ; but she checked the sigh 
that rose to her lips, as Mrs. Moulder came into the room. 

Awoman of perhaps thirty, dressed in a dark blue frock 
and sack, that quite concealed'her figure, and wearing a 
neat collar at .her throat, and a fi-esh white apron. Her 
face was strikingly attractive; there was great sweetness 
in the smile that lurked about the patient mouth ; and in- 
tellect, as well as tenderaess in the soft dove-like eyes. 
She welcomed Laura, in a few welS-chosen words, spoken 
with the unmistakable accent of good-breeding, and took 
her at once to her room. .There were two flights of stairs 
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to climb, and wlien they reached the top, Mrs. Moulder 
eeemed quite out of breath, and tired. 

"I am sorry you came up with me," said Laura, kindly, 
"I could have found my way alone." 

" It is nothing," replied the lady, with a faint Hmile; " I 
hope you will be comfortable here, and when you are ready, 
if you lite, I shall be happy to have you come into my sit- 
ting-room, on the second story at the front ; you will find 
it pleasanter perhaps than the parlor, until dinner is ready — 
ag a fi-iend of Mrs. D'Arcy's, I want to make you feel at 
home here." 

Laura thanked hei- hostess, and left alone, took a survey 
of her new apartment ; a small room, indeed, but neatly fit- 
ted up, with a suit of cottage-furniture of tasteful pattern. 
It was .heated by a register in the wall, and as the win- 
dows looked towards the south, there was a probability of 
tolerable warmth. When she had unpacked, and arranged 
her clothes, and made some slight change in her dress, 
Laura went down staira and knocked at the door of the 
room to which she had been invited. Here she found 
Mrs. Moulder and her children jn a good -sized apartment, 
which had ali the appearance of constant use. The chairs 
and sofas were littered with toys, the furniture was all 
more or less scratched with hard service ; the carpet was 
somewhat worn, and yet there was an indescribable air of 
refinement about the place. There were flowei-s and trailing 
vines in the window, a cage, containing a lively canary 
hnng in a warm corner ; there were books in a set of shelves 
and some good engravings on the wall. 

Mrs. Moulder sat in a TOcking- chair, near a table, sew- 
ing by the light of a shaded lamp ; a stout boy of seven 
stood by her side conning a reading-lesson ; the little damsel 
who had admitted Laura, was demurely darning a stocking ; 
while another little girl, of not more than three, was amus- 
ing herself on the floor with some blocks. 

Laura was soon introduced to the three youngsters. 
" This is Minnie who let you in," said Mrs, Moulder; 
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"here is master Aleck, and this little one is Agnes, after 
her mamma," kiaaing the rosy face that was upturned to 
her. 

"Show her Cherry, too," liaped the child. 

" To be sui'e, I must not forget the bird," Mrs. Moulder 
added, pleasantly. "His name is Chen-y; he h five years' 
old, was given to me by a cousin who raised him for me, 
and he is a famous singer as you will find out before long. 

The tiny songster, as if aware of the praise that was be- 
Btowed upon him, turned his head from side to side, ivith a 
chirrup, and presently began a soft warbling song. 

This pleased the children, and Laura who had that 
sparkling kindness of mannei" that easily wins young hearts, 
was soon on good terms with all three of the little folks, 
and had them crowding about her, to see what funny pic- 
tures she could make on Aleck's slate. All went on har- 
moniously for a time, but presently the boy who felt that 
he had not so good a place as his sisters, endeavored to 
push Minnie aside. 

" I can't see," he said, fretfully; " you're scTOuging me; 
I wBE.t a chance too." 

"My dear," remonstrated Mrs. Moulder, "don't be 
rude to your sister." 

" It's my slate," he said crossly, " and I ought to have 
the best place ; besides Pm a boy, and pa says boys ought 
to see things." 

" Move a little Minnie, that's a good child," iirged the 
mother, rather anxiously. 

"There," said the young tyrant, as he established him- 
self firmly in the best position; "now you girls can look 
oyer my shoulders." 

This might do very well for Minnie, who was taller than 
he, but for tiny Agnes, there was evidently not much 
chance. Laura laid down the slate and took the little 
thing on her lap. " Now," she said, " you two big ones 
can stand in front and look on." 

Butthisdid not suit Master Aleck; with a quick motion , 
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he slipped his hand back of the child and gave her a cruel 
pinch. She uttered a sharp cry of pain, and the hoy with 
an ngly look of satisfaction walked away to the table. 
Laura once moi-e laid down the slate, and. joined with the 
mother in trying to soothe the little creature, and while 
they were thus employed, there was a ring at the door-bell, 

Mrs. Moulder paid no attention to this at first, but be- 
fore any one could possibly have answered the first sum- 
mons, it was repeated with a smart double pull. At this 
she looked up startled, and when in another moment there 
was the sound of quick hard Mows on the door, she started 
to her feet, seeming fairly frightened. 

"It must be Mr, Moulder I " she exclaimed; " I will go 



She hurried from the room, leaving the door open behind 
her; the little girl stopped her weeping, and Minnie hastily 
resumed her sewing. The boy still stood with a look of 
defiance on his face, near a table. 

The pounding on the door continued at intervals, while 
Mi's, Moulder was hurrying down stairs, and as soon as it 
was open, a load angry voice cried out : 

" Why the mischief didn't some one let me in before ? 
It's a pretty note when a man can't get into his own 
house ! " 

" I never thought of it's being yon, Alexander," replied 
Mi-8. Moulder, gently, " How came you not to have your 
pass-key ? " 

" I left it down to the store, and I don't like being 
kept out in the cold, I can tell you." 

" Jane was busy getting the dinner, I suppose, and I 
came down as soon as I could," 

" I should think when you women are at honie ail day 
doing nothing, you might have things ready," grumbled . 
Mr. Moulder, as he followed his wife up stairs to the sitting- 
room, 

" Here is Miss Stanley ; Mr, Moulder, my husband," said 
Mrs. Moulder as they came in. 
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" How d'ye do ? " Mr. Moulder remmled, .hortly ; and 
mthort BOticing the children, who looked up at h» 
entrance, he walked into the bedroom at the back. 

The brief glimp.e of "the head of the family,' had 
rfiown Laura a man of abont forty-five, large and heavily 
bnllt with a thick neck, a round head covered with sandy 
hair, closely sprinkled with gray, a red face having a eqnaio 
forehead, .mall light eye., and a olnmsy chin ornamented 
with a fringe of tawny beard. ■ 

A. .oon as he had di.appeared, Mrs. Monlder, with a 
hasty eicn.e, went down .tail, to .ee abont the dinnei^ 
and Laura made her way to the parlor, where she waited 
nntil snmmonea to the meal. It wa. sei-ved m a .ma 1 
basement dining-room, and was neatly arranged and well- 
cooked. Mrs. Monlder, at one end of the table, did hot 
best to keep the children in absolnte quiet, and ever and 
anon her mild eyes turned with a look ot aniiety toward, 
her husband, who ate in .ullon .Hence at the opposite end. 
She endeavored, from time to time, to maintain .onie coii- 
vei«.tion with her guest, but thi. wa. rather hard work 
among such uncongenial .u.roundings, and Laura wa. 
heartily glad when the repa.t was over and she wa. able to 
escape to her own room. a ^ j. ^ n^^ 

To those she left behind, the evening passed at first hke 
many another. Mr. Moulder went up to the sitting-room 
aiid'assumiug a dressing-gown placed himself in an .rm_ 
chair aid began to read the paper. Mrs. Moulder as.isled 
the Irish girl in clearing off the table; this person, Jane, 
though well-meaning and good-natured, .a. unusual y raw 
and elum.y, with a broad .tupid face and great awkward 
hands, so that it was an extra trial of patience to supeni.e 
bet duties. Thee over, the mother must .oe the children 
put to bod, undressing little Ague, her.elt, .o that when 
.he too wa. free to come into the .itting-room, she looked 
pale and eihansted. Mr. Moulder did not even glance up 
at his wife', entrance, and as her labor, were not by any 
mean, yet over, .he took a low chair, d«,w a pile <>t^J»*; | 
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mg toworJs i.ci-, mi beg.n that endl™, semng il.t wilh 

then Mr. MouHep put ioivn hi. paper and turned to her. 

"Agnes," he said, " have jon finished my new dressing. 

gown yet ? " ° 

"No,Ale«ander, I have not had time; I have extra 

sewing to do ju.t now, yon Inow, and I thought you could 

wait for this awhile." 

"That's always the excuse t" her husband exclaimed 
impatiently "Don't have time. You women potted 
about all day and yet don't manage really to do anything 
It's preposterous !" This was a favorite phrase of Mr 
Moulder's, serving as a sort of climax when he was 
angered. 

"I try to be industrious, Alexander," the wife replied 
mildly. " I have a great deal to do about the house, you 
know. Jane is so inexperienced that I can't depend 
much upon her. And I have been sitting up quite late at 
night, lor some time past, trying to get through some of 
my sewing. Tour dressing-gown is a heavy job, but I will 
try to finish it this week," 

. "■Well, well, only don't grumble over it," be .aid 
irritably, turning to his paper again. ' 

At this moment, there was a ring at the front door, and 
a few moments after Jane appeared panting, and carrying 
a card between the thumb and finger of a very dirt? 
hand. ■ ' 

After a sort of vacant stare about the room she said; 
"It was to go to the boss," and handed it to Mr. Moulder! 
"Hon. Silas Swinton!" ho exclaimed, a smile of pleas- 
ure spreading over Ms face. -' Ah 1 quick, Agnes ! get me 
my best coat." 

Mrs. Moulder sprang to wait on her husband. " What 
can bring him here ? " she asked. 

"He has come to see me about some ward matters" 
replied Mr. Moulder, importantly— "political afi'airs yo'u 
would not understand, "—he added, patronizingly Then 

Hc,..at,C,OOglc 



LORD AND MASTER. 85 

after glancing at himself in the small glass that hung on 
the mantel-piece, he went down stairs. 

"Ah, Moulder, my dear fellow ! how are you!' ex- 
claimed the handsome judge, as he rose to greet his con- 
stituent and shook him warmly by the hand. 

"Quite well, quite well," replied Mr. Moulder," and. 
very proud to see your honor under my roof." 

" Well, Moulder, I'll tell you how it is. I thonglit I 
■would come and see you myself with regard to one or two 
things. We want to open a new Sixteenth- ward cluh. 
You know the old place is getting rather small ; you must 
have felt it yourself." 

" I have," assented Mr. Moulder ; proud to coincide 
with the judge in anything. 

" Well, we w'ant some of the solid men of this part of 
the ward to help as about this new room, and I aaid at 
once, Moulder must go on the list; he is one we can always 
depend upon," 

A look of satisfaction irradiated Mr. Moulder's features 
at these words. " Certainly, judge, certainly; I'm bound 
to stand by the party in every way." 

« We had a committee- meeting last night at the hall," 
coutinaed the judge. " Several of the Sachems were pres- 
ent ; " mentioning the names of certain well-known poli- 
ticians. "And it was decided that new headquarters 
should be opened in the Twenty-second ward and one here. 
I spoke of you at once in connection with this one." 

Mr. Moulder was fairly beaming with delight at hav-. 
ing been thns brought to the knowledge of the magnates 
oftheparty. "You can always depend on me, judge," he 
SEud; '• put my name down for fifty dollars, at once." 

"We thought of making yon one of our Vice-Presi- 
dents," Swinton went on; " I am to be President." 

"Quite right, judge, quite right; I shall esteem it an 
honor to serve under you in any capacity." 

"Here is our list of members," the judge continued, 



uglc 



56 LORD AND MASTER. 

spi-eading out a roll; "you will see they are all good 
names; men we can rely upon." 

^ Mr. Moulder took Hie paper, and began slowly reading 
It. Judge Swinton glanced uneasily about the room, and 
presently said : 

"By the my. Moulder, you have a young lady .taTinK 
here, in whom I am quite interested." 

" Who f •• asted Mr. Moulder, with a pu^ded loot : then 
as remembering .omething, "Oh, ye,. Miss Stanley. Do 
you know her ? " 

"Quite well," replied the judge, unblnshingly : " ,err 
mce girl—friend of Mrs. D'Aroy's." 
" Yes, so she is." 

" Mrs. D'Arcy is rather a remarkable woman " 
"Well, yes ; " said Mr. Moulder, layingdown the paper, 
With ajudicial air ; "she ha. attended my wife sometimes. 
«rs. Moulder is sort of particular and don't like to have 
any one but a woman-doctor around her, and so Mrs. 
D Arcy has been to see her when she was sick. She seem, 
to know her business and would be well enough, it it was 
not for her foohsh ideas about woman's rights." 
II Oh, of course, that is absurd," smiled the judge. 
"Yes, I've no patience with such nonsense," said Mr 
Moulder, testily. " Women are entirely out of place when 
they undertake to meddle, in politics; it is preposterous I 
their proper place is homo, taking care of their husband, 
and children." 

. "Certainly," assented Swinton, readily; "we are their 
natural protectore and they ought to be content to lean on 
us; " then bringing the conversation back to the more inter- 
esting subject : ".Do you think I could sec Miss Stanley 
this evening ? " 

" 6h yes, no doubt ; I will send np for her." 
"Wait a moment. Moulder, don't take up my name. 
I a hie to surprise her ; say a friend of her father's." 

" Certainly, judge, certainly ; I'll send my wife up for 
her." 
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" Ah, by tlie way, Moulder," said S win ton coolly, "as 
I shan't stay but a monaeot after she comes, 111 bid yoa 
good-night, now. You'll come round to the meeting on 
Friday evening and can bring the money then." 

Mr. Moulder looked a little puzzled at \his unexpected 
dismissal, bnt he seemed to think it must bo all right if the 
jndge said so, and went slowly up stairs to send his wife 
to call Miss Stanley. 

Laura had arranged her drawing-materials on a table, 
and was bending over her work, when there was a knock 
at the door and in reply to her answer, Mrs. Moulder came 
in. She sat down quickly in a chair, as if quite tired, and 
it was a moment before she was able to tell Laura that a 
ftlend of her father's wished to see her." 

« A friend of father's ! " exclaimed Laura, starting up — 
" Who can it be ? " 

"I was told not to give the name," replied Mrs. Moul- 
der, evasively, " Will you go down ? " 

" Oh yes, at once ; " answered Laura, and she hurried 
out of the room. Her heart was beating with alarm j she 
did not know how much this unexpected summons might 
mean. Could her father force her to go home against her 
will f Was her dream of independence to fade so quickly ? 
She was much agitated by hei- thoughts, and came into tha 
parlor looking quite pale. 

" Judge Swinton ! " 

She uttered the name with a little startled cry, as she 
drew back from his outstretched hand. 

" Yes, Miss Stanley; you will forgive my intrusion, I trust. 
I have been so anxious to see you ever since that morning 
at the court. No, don't look. so frightened," he added, 
earnestly. "I assure you, I come here as your sincere 
friend." 

The blood which bad fled from Laura's cheeks in her 
surprise, came back in a torrent under the gaze of those 
bold eyes. " They told me you came fronr my father," she 
said. 
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"No, not exictly that; I met your father some time 
ago— Mr. Roger Stanley of Clinton, isn't it ? " 
"Yes." 

" I met him last summer at a political meeting in 
Poughkeepsie ; when I saw you in court, the name seemed 
familiar ; since then I have heard from a mutual friend all 
about you." The judge omitted to mention that the 
" friend " was a private detective, employed to workup the 
facta in the case, 

" And have you seen my father since ? " 
" No; but I shall be in Ms neighborhood nest week, and 
shall probably meet him ; have you any message ? " watch- 
ing closely the effect of this remark. 

" No," replied Laura, with a look of trouble she could 
not conceal. She was silent a moment, and then said, 
" You may think it a strange request, but I shall be much 
obliged if you will not mention that you have seen me." 

" Anything, Miss Stanley, anything I can do for you 
will give me pleasure. I have been so troubled for this week 
past, I have feared that you must have thought me so nide 
that morning in court." Laura did not reply, and he went 
on : "I was interested in you, and your dress was so plain 
that I was deceived as to your real rank; I should not have 
sent you to Eludgett's, if I had understood all as I oaght. 
Bat I thought it would be a respectable place." 

Laura had no reason to suspect any sinister intentions 
on the part of this man, and his earnest manner quite dis- 
armed her. " Do not trouble yourself about it," she said; 
"it did not matter much, and I have since found very kind 
friends." 

" I am rejoiced to hear -it, heartily rejoiced 1 " replied 
the judge, with every appearance of frank sincerity, "I 
ventured to send for you this evening, because I felt that 
an apology was duo to you, and to myself Of course I 
will do exactly as you wish me, in regard to mentioning 
that I have seen you. I shall be only too happy to obey 
your commands in every way," 
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Laura was forced to accept the excuse so gracefully- 
tendered, and feeling herself somewhat in this man's power, 
oti account of his acquaintance with her father, treated him 
with poiiteneas during his visit. The judge was very wise, 
he did not stay long ; but after making himself exceedingly 
agreeable for a short time, took his leave with a request to 
be allowed to call again, so proffered, that Laura did not 
think it best to refuse it. 



CHAPTER XI. 
ehoda's friend. 



As Judge Swinton stepped out into the. night, he saw 
that a change had takea place in the weather; the clouds 
were very h^avy, and snow was falling. Blinded by 
the transition from the lighted house to the dark streets, he 
did not observe a crouching figure that was cowering in 
the shade of the steps of the next house. He buttoned his 
handsome overcoat aci-oss his broad chest, and after a glance 
at the sky, opened a natty umbrella, and made his way 
down the street. The watcher who peered cautiously after 
him, as soon as he had gained a shoi-t distance, stole from 
her hiding-place and followed, swiftly. It was Rhoda Day- 
ton, the young woman whom Laura had seen at Mrs, Blnd- 
getl's. She was wrapped in a waterproof, and had a black 
hat slouched over her face ; but from under this, her dark, 
fierce eyes glanced out with a strange light in their depths. 

She stole on after the judge, until she saw him go up 
Fifth avenue, and into a handsome club-house. As he dis- 
appeared through the wide door that opened to receive 
him, Rhoda peered sharply into the elegantly-furnished 
hall, of which she had a brief glimpse. The prevailing color 
which caught her gaze was crimson, and there was a gen- 
eral suggestion of warmth and light, veiy agreeable in con- 
trast with the cold and gloom outside. As the door closed, 
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the girl raised her head with a gesture that might be 
appeal or menace, and tlien turning, made her way swiftly 
down town. After a short walic she reached the entrance of 
a fashionable theatre, on the corner of Thirteenth-street and 
Broadway ; here she ag^n paused. A row of oihnibHsees 
■was drawn up by the aidewallc, and quite a little group of 

people had collected about the doors, it was evident 

that the play was over. Merely stepping back a little, out 
of the glare of the lamps, Rhoda waited j the wind blew in 
her face, the trampled flakes were cold and wet about her 
feet, but she stood as if fascinated, until presently there was 
a rush of young men, anij then the gay Uirong of pleasure- 
seekers poured out intothe night. 

Rhoda watched them, a strange expression of gloomy 
longing in her brooding eyes and about her mouth, witia 
the under lip caught beneath tiio two teeth that stood each 
side the vacant space in the centre. So repellent was her 
set look, that more than one man who seemed inclined to 
speak to her, turned away, on fairly seeing her half- 
shrouded face. 

The theatre-goers crowded out, filling the street with 
a moving mass of people. Plain folk in their every-day 
clothes, who had come for an hour's amusement after the 
toil of the day; country-girls and their attendants, laugh- 
ing and talking with the pleasurable excitement of the rare 
treat ; and the dainty representatives of the wealth and 
fashion of the city. Among these last, was a group that 
strongly attracted Rhoda's attention — a fine-looking old 
gentleman with a tall handsome young girl on his ai-m— a 
girl with dark eyes, and rich golden brown Jiair, looking 
abont her with the assured glances of an acknowledged 
beauty, and behind these a stylish man of forty, escorting 
a delicate, blue-eyed fair-haired lady. They were the Liv- 
ingstons and Mr. Ferdinand Le Roy. As this last gentle- 
man came in sight, Rhoda changed her position so as to see 
him better. She watched him as he carefully shielded 
Flora from the storm, and handed her into the carriage; 
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sbe noticed how the young ]ady smiled her acknowledg- 
ments, while the other girl turned her dark eyes towards 
him, with a half-haughty entreaty lurking in their expres- 

At her post, Rhoda waited until the whole party had 
entered the carriage and driven off, and then she, too, turned 
away. Resuming her rapid walk, she went on down Broad- 
way, once or twice accosted by men, but, repelling them 
always with a gesture of indignant anger, and so reached 
a cross-street and a row of dingy tenement-hoosee. She 
went into one of these and ascended its many stairs to the 
top floor. The entries, all the way, were close and foul, 
dimly lighted by a gas-lamp on the lower floor, which shed 
only a faint glimmer to .these higher regions, Rhoda felt 
her way along, ae one accnstomed to the place, and so came 
to a back room, and opening the door, went in. It was a 
small low apartment, under the sloping voof, with bare floor 
and walls stained with the marks of many occupants. There 
was no fire in the, rusty grate, and the atmosphere was cold 
and close. A wooden table stood on one side, with a few 
simple articles of common crockery on is, a broken teapot, 
a cup without a handle, some yellow plates ; a kerosene 
lamp, tnrned low, lighted the room, and a wooden chair, 
and two trunks completed its smaller furnishings ; against 
the wall was a low bed, and on this lay a girl, apparently . 
not more than seventeen or eighteen years old. A fair 
young creature, with soft hazel eyes, and masses of reddish 
gold hair, tossed in disorder over the coarse pillow ; at 
Rhoda's entrance, she looked up, and a iaint smile crossed 
her wan face. 

"Oh, I'm so glad you are. back 1" she said, and her 
voice had in its tone the lingering accent of the South. 
" Give me some water, please, I'm so thirsty," she added, 
fretfully. 

" Shan't I get some fresh water, Maggie ? " asked Rhoda. 

"No;" impatiently, " only be quick; besides, that is 
fresh, Biddy brought it for me, only a little while ago.' 
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" Rboda poured the water into a cracked tea-cup that 
stood by the bed, and handed it to her companion, who 
drank it thirstily with parched lips. "I'm so glad Biddy 
has been in," said Rhoda. 

" Yes, she was here a good while, and only went away 
because she thought Pat might come home." 

At this moment there was a light tap at the door and 
Rhoda opening it, was met by the ample proportions and 
ruddy faoe of Biddy Malone. 

" Oh, you're come, Rhody," she said ; " it's glad I am, 
indade, for Pat's waitin' his supper down staii-s; but the 
darlint was on me mind so, I thought I'd jist stip np to say 

" Thank you, Biddy, I'll be here straight along now, so 
yon needn't bother any more ; how has she been all the 
evening ? " 

" Bether a little, the saints be praised ! " — then anxiously 
— " ye'U not be bavin' the docther for her ? " 

"If she's worse, I suppose I mast," replied Rhoda, 
gloomily. " Bat we don't want what we oan't pay for," 

" Shure, it's a kind leddy I'll be bringin' till her," Biddy 
urged, anxiously, 

"Well, wc must see how she is," rejoined the girl. 
"I hate to ask help unless I'm forced." 

" May be she will take a turn for the bother afther this," 
Biddy said, cheerfully, " I'U go down agin bein' as you're 
here." 

The good woman made her way through the dim hall 
and Rboda returned to the room. As she took off her wet 
clothes, the sick girl, who was watching her with fever- 
bright eyes, seemed to be struck by her expression, for she 
asked : 

"What's the matter, Rhoda? What makes you look 
so ? Was there a row at the saloon to-night ? " 

" I wasn't at the saloon at all ; " replied Rhoda. 

"Wasn't you? Whynot?" 

" I got Jule to take my place ; she's going to Thompson's 
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Monday, and wanted to learn tlie trade. I went to see 
some people." 

" Who ? " 

" Well, first I went to.Bludgett's j he beat Molly awful 
the other night, and she ain't been &ut of bed aiiiee ; but 
you've been so sick I couldn't get there before." 

" Beat her again 1 oh, dear I oh dear ! " said Maggie, 
closing her eyes as if to shut ont the horrible scene. " And 
she's been, there all alone ! I'm nothing but a trouble to 
you, Riioda ! If I was home ! oh, if I was only at home I " 

Rhoda's face grew very sad, and her stern eyes 
softened. This plaintive cry had been on her youno- 
companion's lips for a week past. She was a southeni girl 
from the fresh mountains of Virginia; she had come to 
this great city like many another of her sex and her age, 
hoping to earn an honest living ; her youth and her beauty, 
and her womanhood, which ought to have been a claim for 
care and aid from every man, if the theory be correct that 
women are guarded, protected and represented by the 
opposite sex, had won for her only false flatteries, lying 
promises and ruin. Ruin indeed, but not degradation ; 
lying there, lost as the world would call her, she was better ' 
and purer than the man who had worked her destruction.. 
For months after he had deserted her,'she had toiled to 
win her livelihood, but the struggle and the sorrow were 
too much for her, and consumption, that fatal disease, ever 
lying in wait for the children of want, had seized upon her, 
and been rapidly developed by hardship and suffering. 
Hhoda, who had worked with her in the same factory for 
some time, Iiad grown to be her most faithful friend, and 
had supported the sick girl, since she had. been too weak 
to labor herself. 

For the last week, Maggie had been hannted with the 
desire to I'eturn to her home. All day long, as she lay 
there, pictures of the little cottage where she was bom, of 
the pleasant trees around it, of her mother's patient face 
had been before hei-, untjl the longing to see them again 
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had become a wild yearning, and she fancied that if she 
could breathe once more the pure air of her native hills, it 
would give her health and strength. But where obtain 
the money for so long and expensive a journey ? This was 
the problem that tortured Ehoda, and that had to-night 
driven her out to try to find Laura Stanley, with a vague 
hope that she might be able, through her, to find some work 
which would he more remunerative than any she could find 
for herself. 

" I think all the time about how I can contrive to get 
yon home," Rhoda said ; "that was what I went out about 
to-night." 

" Oh, did you? " cried Maggie, with a look of great in- 
terest, " Do tel! me about it," 

" It won't be any use," Rhoda replied; "I know that 
now, but I thought I might hear of some work that would 
pay better than any I oan find. I met a young lady at 
Bludgett'a last week, that knows some of the real nobs 
here ; she was staying with a firs^class lady-doctor then. 
I tried to find her there, but she had moved; then I went 
to the house she had moved to, but it was no use." 

"Why not?" 

"Because just. as I got there. Judge Swinton went up 
the steps ; " her face writhing with inexpressible pain as 
she nttered the name, 

" Oh, Ehoda I " 

"Yes," said Rhoda, a sullen fire amoulderJng in her 
eyes; "he is after her now; I watched for him outside. 
He didn't stay long, but he came out with a smile on hia 
lips. He shan't have her though I he shan't have her I " 
she cried with sudden vehemence ; " I swear to God he 
shan't have her I " 

" How can you stop it ? " 

" tStop it ? I don't know how, but I will ! " she. assev- 
erated. " If there is a God in heaven, he'll help me to 
light against him." Then with a sudden frown clouding 
httr face—" but Maggie, sometimes I almost doubt there is 
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" Oh, Rhody, don't say that ! " Maggie cried, feebly. 

"How can there be," Ehoda went on, " when there is 
Buch cruelty iu the world ! When men have al! the 
chances, and women all the shame I It is not fair; no, I 
know it is not fair I Now look at ns two. We worked 
Lard to earn money on the square; did any man help us ? 
No; they only gave us less wages because we were women, 
and then when we were poor, tempted us with soft promises 
and smiling lies. Oh, it's hard I as hard as hell, this life 
to which women are condemned 1 Why, see how it is ' 
That man who would stoop to do dirty acts that I would 
scorn, who has been dissipated and vile since be was a boy 
is received anywhere with honor, while I — the men who 
are proud to claim his acquaintance would turn their eyes 
away from me 1 — and so with you, my poor lamb, no one 
will help you, while one who ought to be taking care of 
you, has money and friends and all that he wants. I saw 
him to night." 

Maggie writhed in her bod, a sudden flush coloring her 
wasted cheek, "Where?" she asked. 

" At the theatre; he had a young lady on his arm. I 
stopped to watch the people come out. I don't know why, 
but I like to look at these folks whose life is so different 
from ours. How strange it must be always to have plenty to 
eat, and wear nice clothes ! " Tlien after a moment she added, 
"Maggie, you know it was you that left him at the last; it 
■would be no moi-e than right for him to give you money 
enough to go hrime with. Did you ever think of it ? " 

The girl started up in bed, her eyes glowing with sud- 
den light. "I wouldn't touch any money he gave me from 
pity ; " she cried, " not If it would save me from deatb ! I 
would starve by inches, sooner ! " 

Then as if the excitement had overcome her, she sank 
back on the pillow, weeping bitterly. Rhoda sprang to hor 
side and tried to comfort her. 

" I am a wretch to speak of him, Maggie dear," she 
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said. " Maggie 1 Maggie I don't cry so. Touwillbe worse 
to-morrow; oh, please don't." 

" Mother ! mother ! mother I " wailed the girl, " take 
me home to mother I Oh, why did I ever come away I 
mother ! mother 1 " 

Rhoda tried in vain to comfort her companion; the 
poor girl did indeed at last aob herself to sleep in her 
friend's arms, but all night long she tossed restlessly, every 
now and then murmuring the name of her mother, and while 
the storm boat on the roof above her, and the cold grew 
more intense— babbled of the violets and the roses, the sun- 
shine and the hills of her distant home. 



CHAPTER xn. 



Lauka Stanie^'s lessons to Flora Livingston, were 
given after a curious . fashion. They took place always 
in Flora's boudoir, to which Laura would be shown 
and where she would sometimes have to wait half of the 
hour, for the appearance of her friend, when Flora would 
come in so full of pretty excuses and so glad to see her 
teacher, that resentment was impossible. After this, the 
drawiag-materials would be taken out, and some pretence 
of study made ; though after all, most of the time wae 
passed in long chats which Flora declared did her more 
good than any amount of instruction in shading and per- 
spective. 

"It's jnst like a breath of fresh air to talk to you, 
Laura," she said one morning, " I live in an atmosphere 
of perfume and of gas-lights, till I feel as if I did not know 
the real world at all." 

" And do you never set yourself to any task ? " asked 
Laura. " I see that yon don't practice drawbg as much 
as you ought." -, , 
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"What'a the use?" rejoined Flora. "You know I 
ehalf never make an artist. Now look at tbis thing which I 
have made," pointing contemptuoualy to a study of flowei-s. 
" Your'picture which I have uadert^iken to copy is » grace- 
ful poem; mine is a buQch of sticks." 

" Not 80 bad ag that," laughed Laura. " But I feel that 
your work in life will 1^ literary, rather than artistic" 

" I wish I bad an ocoapation 1 " exclaimed Flora, fer- 
vently. "I know my life is wasted as it is — sometimos I 
do busy myself though," she added. " I have tried my 
hand at writing." 

"You always wrote well at school." 

" I enjoy composition," replied Flora ; " and have sev» 
eral short poems that I have written since I left college," 

" Have you ? Do show me some." 

" I don't know how good they are," said Flora mod- 
estly. " But I would like to read you one of my pieces." 

She took out of her desk a blank-book in which many 
pages were already covered with manuscript; and after 
turning over the leaves for a moment, said : 

* This is a mere descriptive piece which I wtote last sunt 
mer; a sort of reverie of the, imagination, I call it." 

" A SONG! OF JUNE. 

" 'Pair June is here, tlic lakelet cleat 

In aiiinjnec calm reposes, 
The aanbeams fly across tlie aky, 

Or liag«t in tlie roses. 

" From Hhady nookB, the Violet looks, 

Tlie hills are briglit with dtiieies. 
The grape iotwioes its tendriled vines, 

And bloams in odorous mazes. 

"Through forests higli.wlvete soft winds sigh. 

The wild bird's song is ringing. 
O'er cloTiar le*, the robber bee 

On honey-iiuest is winging. C^onolt' 
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" In valleye deep, green moBees creep 

By lonesome pondlete atiHy, 
.Where idly trails, in milk-white veils. 

The graciqufl water-lily. 

" The laughing hours are gay with flowers 

To this fair spagon granted. 
And Baminer awings on golden wings 

Adown the year enchanted I " 



" Why that is very pretty poetry 1 " exclaimed Laiir^ 
heartily. 

" An attempt at it," replied Flora; "and a very poor one." 

Laurai however, had many tindly expressions of praise 
for her friend's effort, so that Flora was encouraged to let 
her hear ooe or two other pieces. They had mei-it, all of 
them, wanting as yet the polish that only long culture can 
give, bnt promising for the future. 

Seizing her opportunity, in the course of this and 
Other conversations, Laura stimulated Flora's ambition to 
devote herself to some earnest pursuit, and not be a mere 
butterfly of fashion. As the weeks went on, from what 
8he heard of Mr. Le Roy's visits, Laura felt that there was 
every reason to fear that her friend was in danger of en- 
tangling herself with, this man whom she did not love, and 
urged upon Flora strongly her own theories of life, feeling 
that nothing would so surely save her from such a union 
as active occupation. Stimulated by these words and her 
own desire for independence, the young lady at last sum- 
moned courage to make an attempt to obtain her father's 
consent to the study of his profession. 

With heart beating so that she could scarcely breathe. 

Flora followed him to his study, one evening when she saw 

him go into it with a bundle of papers in his hand, and 

with the evident intention of several hours of hard work. 

" May I come in, papa f " she asked, opening the door a 
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" Certainly, Flora," and Mr. Livingston turned to his 
writing again, apparently supposing that she Jiad come to 
the room in search of sontething. 

He was a stately man, with iron-gray hair, firm mouth, 
and keen eyes ; and as he sat there, surrounded with 
books and papers, intrenched in his own handsome li- 
brary, it required no little courage to suggest anything 
likeiy to displease him. Flora paused beside his chair 
a moment, and noticing this, her father presently looked 
up. 

" What is it ? " he aslfed ; " what do you want, 
Flora ? " 

" Can I speak to you for a few imnutea, papa f " 
" Well, yes, my dear, I can spare a little time," he said, 
laying down his pen ; " what is it ? " then observing her 
more narrowly; "why, how agitated you look I Don't be 
afraid, my dear; do you want some money to buy a aew 
baJi-dresa ?" 

" No, oh no 1 I have plenty of those." Flora hesitated 
a moment, and then said desperately, "Couldn't I help you 
about those papers ? " 

" Tou 1 no, my child," with an amused smile ; " it's very 
amiable of you to offer, but you couldn't understand 
thom." 

Flora had taken the plunge now, and was resolved to 
go on. " Suppose you had a son, papa; would yon let him 
study law ? " 

A shade crossed Mr. Livingston's face ; the great disap- 
pointment of his life was, that he had no son. " Yes, Flora, 
I presume I should." 

" Then," said the young lady, mngtering aU her conr- 
age, and raising her sweet blue eyesj " why shouldn't you 
teach me ? " 

" Tou, Flora ! what an extraordinary idea 1 " 
" Yes, papa," she went on quickly ; " I don't mean to take 
me in court with you, but teach me so that I could help 
you with your cases at home ; T should like it so eitieh L" i , 
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"Mr. Livingston turned his chair around, and loolied 
at hia daughter very gravely. " If you make this strange 
proposition because you would Hlfe to help mc, I am vei-y 
grateful; if you make it because you have any foolish 
woman's rights notions in your head, I i 



Flora flushed scarlet, "Are you willing to teach i 
that I may help you ? " she aaked. 
" No, certainly not." 
" Oh, why not, papa ? Don't you think I have sen 



" You have very good sense, Flora," replied her father ; 
"enough sense, I should have thought, not to make such an 
absurd proposition." 

" Why absurd ? " demanded Flora, rather excitedly. 

"Because of your sex. I am very ftorry, Flora, that 
such a pernicious idea should ever have entered your head. 
I have endeavored to have your education so conducted, 
as to make you what a refined gentlewoman should he. 
Such a proposition as this, shows that you have, somehow, 
imbibed some of the injurious theories of the day." 

Flora was like some of the quieter animals, she was no 
warriorbynature,hat driven to bay, she could fight fiercely. 
" Injuriojis theories ! " she repeated, indignantly ; " I do not 
admit them to he injurious. You say that if I were a hoy 
you would allow me to study law, hut you refuse me, 
because I am a girl. Yet I have a desire for independence 
and an aspiration for something more than frivolity, if I 
am a woman I " Then softening to sudden pleading, she 
said, " Oh, papa, please let me learn something useful ; I 
believe it will make me better and happier than I am now." 

Mr. Livingston regarded his daughter in astonishment, 
as much anrprised as one would be, who should see a hura- 
ming-hird, that was sporting in apparent contentment 
among the flowers, on a sudden ask to be transformed into 
an eagle, and aspire to reach the. sun. 

" Flora, you amaze me ! he said, in extreme displeas- 
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nre; "where is your womanliness, that you are not 
content with your lot in life, that you wish to give up your 
place in society and your prospects in the future, for a plan 



o prepostei-ous as 



this ? " 



"What are my prospects in the future?" asked Flora, 
keenly. 

" The prospect of being a good wife to some suitable 
man. Your ambition should be for his success; I have no 
patience with this talk about a career for women ! A true 
woman is willing to lose her own identity in her husband's." 

Flora listened, a look of suppressed wrath blazing in 
her blue eyes, that suddenly burst forth into words, "I 
protest against that theory, utterly 1" she cried; "I have 
an immortal soul, as truly as any man, and I believe that 
in the eyes of God, inen-and women are equal, and that I 
have the same right to an'independent career as if I were 
a man." ' 

" Flora ! Flora I where have you learned such mon- 
strous notions ? " exclaimed her father, sternly. 

" They are eternal truths," she said earnestly ; " but 
of course, I cannot change your views. Once for all, papa, 
do yon refuse to teach me your profession?" 

"Absolutely and emphatically," 

" That is all, papa," and she turned to leave the room ; 
her courage was all gone now,and her lovely eyes were full 
of tears. 

Mr, Livingston looked after her with a really troubled^ 
air, " Flora," he said, " I don't want to be harsh with you. 
You are young, you don't look at these things in their 
true light. You need not despair because you cannot be a 
lawyer ; a brilliant social career is open to you, and that is 
what you are really fitted for. Why, little girl, you can 
marry the richest man in New York before spring if you 
like," he added, with a smile. 

" I don't know that I care to do that," replied Flora, 
coldly, though her color rose a little ; " even if I should 
have the opportunity," she added. 
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"Yoiiwill have that, I don't doubt," Mr,' Livingston 
said. " Here, child ; wait a moment." He milocked a. 
drawer that Flora knew very well, as the mine from which, 
ever since she could remember, the source of various pleas- 
urea had been drawn, and took from it a hundred dollar 
bill, which he handed to his daughter. " There," he said, 
" take that for your dress, for Mrs. Duncan's ball. You must 
be the best dressed, as well as the prettiest girl there. And 
now leave me to plod over my papers, while yoli plan with 
mamma what the dress shall be; that is much the most 
suitable occupation for you," 

Flora took the money, and thanked her father; but as 
she left the room, she felt as if he bad bartered away her 
birthright for a mess of pottage. 

That night when Mr. Living«ton and his wife were 
alone in their own room, he related to her, with many ex- 
pressions of i-egret. Flora's extraordinary proposition. 
Mrs. Livingston heard him, the shade deepening on her al- 
ways anxious face. 

" What a shocking idea ! " she said. 

" Very, where do suppose she could have taken it up ? " 

" I think I can tell you," replied the lady, after a mo- 
ment's thought. " She has imbibed this fancy from her 
drawing-teacher, Miss Stanley. I distrusted her from the 
fii'St ; she was educated at Essex College and Is a great 
friend of Mrs. D'Arcy'a— you know, the woman-doctor. 
I was sorry that you allowed Flora to take lessons from 
Tier; we must put a stop to this at once." 

" Oh certainly," assented Mr. Livingston ; " if that is 
the sort of teaching she gives, the young woman must be 
dismissed immediately." 

" Yes, we cannot too strongly show her how entirely we 
disapprove of these horrible doctrines regarding woman's 
position that have recently crept into so much promi- 

Mrs. Livingston had at one period of her life protested 
against her destiny as bitterly as did ever any revolted 
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slave ; but having for yeai-s past been contented witli ber 
chains, she could endare no thought of revolt in others. 

" Flora has such a fine chance of settling in life, too, 
just now ; " said Mr. Livingston, presently. " Mr, Le Roy 
is, I thinfe, really in earnest." 

" I believe that he is," replied Mrs. Livingston, with a 
look of triumph, "It would be. a grand match, but Flora 
is so straDge to him, that sometimes I am afraid she will 
lose him entirely. I assure you, Mr, Livingston, I have 
many misgivings about her." 

" I know you do, my dear ; I know yon have » great 
many anxious hours ; " then after a moment, he said : " Le 
Koy will be at the Duncan's ball, I suppose ; I gave Flora 
one hundred dollars just now to buy a new dress with. If 
we dismiss this foolish teacher, who puts such mischievous 
notions in Flora's head, and throw her as much with Le 
Roy as possible, I think a match will be sure to result." 

So these good parents laid their plans, and yet if they 
had readan account of how certain savages deck out their 
young daughters with beads and feathers, and then offer 
them to some great chief for sale, thoy would probably 
have been much shocked at such unchristian and barbar- 
ous practices. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

MK. glitter's views. 
Lauea Stanley's early impressions of her new home 
had been by no means favorable, and she at first felt as if 
she could on no terms remain in it, but a few days' resi- 
dence there awakened so strongly her interest in Mrs. 
Moulder, that she soon became reluctant to leave her ; the 
more so, as she saw that the gentle lady seemed to tind con- 
solation and comfort in her companionship. Mrs. Moulder 
was a woman of fine education, which she had kept up so 
far as her limited means would allow; spoke French very 
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well and had laaglit it to her children, that is, to her girls; 
Master Aleck having refused to ieam it on the ground that 
it was not manly ; a theory in which he was sustained by 
](is father. Daily Laura's wonder increased that such a 
woman as Mrs, Moulder conld ever have mai-ried such a 
man as Mr, Moulder, the contrast between them was in all 
respects so striking. 

Laura's pleasantest honrs with her new friend were 
passed in the little Htting-room, where she would bring her 
drawing-materiala sometimes of an afternoon when the 
children were ont ; and on one of these occasions, she bad 
an opportunity o£ asking the question that so puzded her. 
The convei'sation had tui-ned on early marriages, and Mrs. 
Moulder said ; 

■ " I believe they are generally a mistake ; neither a man 
nor a woman can know what their real needs in a life-com- 
panion ape, until they are fully matured. Now I was a 
mere child when I was marned; only seventeen," 

"Ife you mind telling me about it ? " asked I^ara. 
Mrs. Moulder hesitated amomeut; hersweet face cloud- 
ing, then she said : " I wasa veiy romantic girl, and at six- 
teen imagined myself desperately in love with a dark-<^ed 
school-boy, the son of a neighbor. My parents opposed 
any engagement, and to break off the aifair I was sent away 
to boai-ding-sobool. While ray heart was yet soi-e with 
this disappointment I met Mr. Moulder, who was the 
brother of one of my schoolmates. He made himself verj" 
pleasant to me; I liked his fatherly manners and could not 
endure the thought of a return to my home, never a very 
happy one — recollect I was only a weak and foolish young 
creature, and yielding to Mr. Moulder's pereuarfons, in a fill 
of recklessness and defiance, I i-an away with him." 

" Oh, Mrs, Moulder ! why, I should never have thought 
of your doing snch a thing ! " 

Mrs. Monlder smiled, sadly. "That was a great while 
ago, Laura ; you cannot imagine what a change twelve years 
have made in me, I was very young and ignorant, then. 
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Why, I liad not tlie sligLtest idoii till I pame to New Tork 
with him, what Mr, Moulder's occupation was ; I was just 
so silly aa never to have thought to ask him. I had known 
him indeed only a short time; he had made himself very 
agreeable j and when so matter-of-fact a man could propose 
an elopement, you can fancy that his feelings were very 
deeply stirred." 

" I can readily imagine it," replied Laura ; " you must 
have been very lovely then." 

A faint color rose to Mrs. Moulder's soft cheeks. " He 
thought so, perhaps, and I know he meant to be kind to 
me. He is, too, after his own fashion," she added loyally, 
" He has strict ideas as to wifely duty and submission, but 
he does not intend to be harsh," 

"And do you agree in these ideas?" asked Laura. 
" Now, tell me ; you are as devoted a wife and mother aa I 
ever saw ; but are yon contented ? " 

" Oh, Laura, don't ask me 1" Mrs. Moulder cried, waving 
her hands, as if to push away the thought. " For years 
after I married I vas rebellious; I loved my children 
and my home devotedly, and yet, sometimes, it seemed to 
me as if I had capacity for something else beyond domes- 
tic drudgery. But I have done my best to silence these 
ideas. I have endeavored to become reconciled to what- 
ever might seem hard in my lot in life, and by God's help 
I hope I have succeeded," 

Laura did not m-ge the subject; she had no wish to 
startle her new friend too suddenly with her pet theories, 
and was heartily glad that the deep religions feeling which 
was part of this sweet woman's nature, could help' her to 
endure what, to the high-spirited girl, seemed intolerable 
trials. 

On the morning after this conversation, when Laura 
came down to breakfast, she found a note waiting for her. 
It was written on delicate paper, stamped with a mono- 
gram and crest, and contained these words : 
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" Mrs. Limngaton regrets to ie obliged to request Miss 
Stanley to discontinue her lessons to Miss Flora Livingston, 
H&eewiith is endosed the sum of eight dollars ($8.00), due 
for lessons already given. 

Laura read these words thrice, utterly unable to account 
for her sudden diaaaissal. Then a surmise of the true rea- 
Bon came fco her, and her cheeks flushed with indignation at 
the insult given her, because she had dai-ed to encourage 
her friend to strive for independence. The morning was 
dark and gloomy, threatening snow, all her aurrouudinga 
seemed sad and depressing, and Laura, feeling keenly the 
blow she had just received, set off on her round of duties 
with a heavy heart. 

When she reached Mr. Glittei-'s, she found that she was 
a few moments early for her class, and thought that she' 
would go into the reception-room to wait. Here she dis- 
covered Mr. Glitter, and a pleasant-looking lady holding 
some tickets in her liand. The school-principal's manner 
was more than usually pompous and important. 

"What do you say these tickets are?." he was asking, 
as Laura came in. 

" Tickets for a lecture on Oriental Customs by Mrs. Jo- 
sephine Reisender ; she has lived for some years in the East 
and has made many observations of interest; she desired me 
to present you with a few, for the use of the school" 

" No, madam, no ; I cannot take them," said Mr. Glitter; 
waving his hand majestically. " 1 disapprove wholly of 
females as public speakers. It is wrong, it ia unwomanly; 
I may even say it is demoralizing." 

The lady smiled and aaid, " Did I not hear that yditr schol- 
ars were at Madam Ristori's matinU on Saturday last ? " 

" Yes, certainly ; but that is different, veiy different," he 
repeated positively, as if he felt his ground to be a little 
untenable and rpust strengthen it by reiteration. " Women 
of unexceptionable character as actresses in standard plays 
I admire, and to a certain degree respect ; but women 
aping men as lecturers I entirely disapprove of." 
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" Then you think it quite right for women to earn their 
living by repeating other people's words to an audience, 
and quite wroiig for them to earn their living by repeating 
their own words ?- " the lady ask^d, with a slightly mia- 
ohievous twinkle in her eyes. 

" Women as public speakers are unaexed," Mr. Glitter 
replied severely ; " a woman's place is home," 

At this moment, Mrs. Glitter, a small thin woman, very 
plainly dressed and looking harassed and overworked, ap- 
peared at the door. 

" Alfred," she said, " can you go down to the bank for 
me, to di-aw some money ? I am very busy this morning." 

Mr. Glitter walked to the .window and looked out. "It 
is beginning to Snow," he replied ; " no, I don't think I can 
venture out this morning ; you wiii have to go," 

The wife hurried away with a weary look, and Mr. 
Glitter went on- with hie remarks : " Yes, madam, a wom- 
an's plaoe ia home ; these women-lecturers had far better be 
darning their husbands' stockings and taking care of their 
babies." 

"As Mrs. Reisender has neitlier husband nor children, 
she can scarcely follow either of these occupations," replied 
the lady with an amused smile ; " but I'll not trespass 
(jn your valuable time any longer, sir ; good morning." 

She passed out witli a slight bow of recognition to 
Laui-a, who remembered- that she had seen lier at Mrs. 
D'Arcy'a ; and the two exchanged a glance of comical sig- 
nificance, as the little man walked majestically up stairs, 
apparently thinking that he had annihilated all women- 
speakers. 

The absurd aspects of this scene struck Laura so for- 
cibly, that the current of her thoughts was quite changed 
by it, and she went up to her lessons in a more cheerful 
frame of mind. They were gotten through pleasantly, for 
Laura was a fa.'orite with her scholars; but she was glad, 
as she was always, when the twelve o'clock bell released 
her. As she left the house, wrapped in her watei-proof, she 
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met Mra. Glitter coming in, wet and worn-looking; giving 
her a brief greeting, Laura went out to get a frugal lunch- 
eon, and so to the Academy of DesigD for an afternoon's 
work. 

This was a Saturday, one of the days, therefore, on which 
Lanra gave a lesson to Bessie Bradford; and as the Brad- 
fords lived quite up-town, on Forty-ninth street, when 
Laura left the Academy, a little before four, she took a 
Madison-aveiine car. 

It had been snowing now for some honrs, so that the 
track was very heavy, and in consequence of the storm, 
the car was crowded ; as Laura made her way through the 
throng inside, some one touched her arm, and she found 
Mrs; Bradford sitting by her. The old litdy greeted her 
with a bright smile, and cordial shake of the band. 

"You are going to our house, aren't you, my dear ? " 
" Yes," replied Laura. " You know this' is my day." 
" I know it is ; but yon have good courage to be out in 
such weather." 

" Oh, I don't mind that in the least ; and for that matter, 
it is no worse for me than for yon." 

The lady laughed. "I am a relic of the old school, 
when girls had some strength and health," she said ; " and 
I am glad that you are an exception to the modern young 
ladies, who are so many of them ailing." 

"My health is perfect," rejoined Lanra; "I am always 
unromanticaily weii." 

" I am glad of it ; I am heartily glad of it, my dear ; 
but aren't you tired standing up so long.?" 

" Not in the least ; I have been sitting all day." 
" That is one of the rights that men have lately given 
women," observed Mi's. Bradford. " The right of standing 
up in the cai-s." 

" Oh, that's all fair," said Laara, " I have no objection 
to that — I.believe in equality in all things— but there is one 
thbg I do object to ; we women are not recognized in the 
state, of courae, but I really think our existence might be 
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remembered in tlie arrangement of vehicles we use as • 
mnch 33 we do theae." 

"How, my dear? I don't understand." 

"In the length of these straps, one would thinTc no 
■woman ever used them, they are so short as evidently to 
have been constructed only for the accommodation of men. 
My arm fairly aches with reaching up to this one." 

Mrs, Bradford . laughed at this fancy of Laura's, and 
then a fresh crowd of people coming in, they were separated 
^nd the thread of their talk bi'oken. 

The car was going up Madison -avenue, and on the rise 
of ground the clogged track began to tell heavily on the 
poor horses ; tbey tugged and pulled, but the progress was 
very slow ; the driver struck them cruelty with his whip, 
and they staggered on, the steam rising in a cloud from 
their reeking bodies into the cold air. 

Laura, who was near the front and could see all this 
plainly, felt the tenderest compassion for the poor patient 
brutes working so thanklessly. The men in the car looked 
out curiously or speculatively. 

"Ought to have doubled up," said one. 

"Tliey pull pretty well ! " remarked another. 

" Ah, here we are ! " cried a third, as, commg to a 
steeper riSe, the horses stopped short. 

The driver raised his heavy whip and lashed the help- 
less creatures furiously ; they strained hard, their hoofs 
heating the ground, their mouths open, their sides heaving 
with the struggle. One heroic effoi-t, and the- car moved 
again ; Lanra glanced at Mrs, Bradford, seeking sympathy ; 
the good lady's eyes were full of tears, the men continued 
their rough jests, 

" The next hill '11 fetch 'em," said one. 
"Can't stand this much longer, yon know," predicted 
another. 

"What'li you bet. Bob, we don't get to Eighty-sixth 
street till seven o'clock to-night ? " said one handsomely- 
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dressed youth to another ; and thu two praccedeii to lay a bet 
with much interest in the result. 

It was sickening to Lanra to see the dumb animals toil- 
ing and suffering, and to be unable to help them; and she 
■was heartily glad when Forty-ninth street was reached, and 
she and Mrs. Bradford coold leave the car. 

" It was a cruel shame to overload those horses so ! " 
Laura exclaimed, as the two crossed to the sidewalk. 

"It is very hard ! " replied Mrs. Bradford; "andlhope 
that some day we shall be sufficiently advanced in civiliza- 
tion to be able to con-ect some of these abases." 

The Bradfords' house stood abont midway of the block 
on Forty-ninth street, and the two ladies made their way 
towards it, in the face of an almost blinding snow-storm ; 
their footfalls were unheard as they sank into the soft 
white flakes which had fallen over the earth, the wheels of 
passing carriages made no sound, and it seemed as if a 
great hush had come overthe busy city. Laura was a little 
startled, then, when she heard her name called quite close 
to her; and turning she saw that a coupe was drawn up 
near the sidewalk, and Flora Livingston's sweet face was 
looking out at her. She was very lovely; her black velvet 
hat was adorned with pink roses and a few stray snow- 
flakes had floated on to them and into her golden curls, 
while the cold air had given hei; cheeks an unusual color. 

" Get in, Laura, and drive a little way with me," she 
said, as her friend- came up. 

" Impossible," replied Laura ; " I have to give a lesson 
to Bessie Bradford at four, and it is after that now." 

" Oh, I'm so son-y ! I know that mamma has written 
you a terrible note, and I want to tell you, dear, that I had 
nothing to do with it." 

"I never thought you had, Flora." 

"No, indeed; and I must try to see you sometimes, 
though you can't come to the house any more. There, 
don't look so angry," she said, piteonsly ; " it was not my 
fault." 
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"Iain not angry with you, Flora dear, though I am a 
little indignant at my dismissal." 

" It was all because I asked papa to let me study law." 

" Ah I and he refused ? " 

" Of course, I was sure he would. You know, it's no use 
to contend against fate, Laura. But I won't keep you here 
in the snow; good-bye, dear." 

The two friends kissed each other ; and as Flora drove 
away, Laura ran up the steps to the Bradfords' house, the 
door of which was standing open to receive her. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE BEADFOEDS' HOME. 



The prevailing impression which the home of the Brad- 
fords gave one was of comfort, from the warm tints 
of the square hall of entrance, where crimson and lirown 
were the prevailing colors in walls, furniture, and carpets, 
to the cozy library, where in cold weather a eannel-eoal 
fire was always burning,— everything about the place spoke 
of substantial wealth and home pleasures. 

Bessie* Bradford wm a pretty and promising girl of 
fifteen, with considerable talent for drawing, and a pro- 
found admiration for her young teacher, so that the two 
got on admirably together. As Laura came into the 
■ library, where the lessons were always given, she glanced 
at the clock, in dismay. 

" Haif-past four," she exclaimedl " Oh, that is too badl 
rd no idea it was so late ! " 

« Never mind, my dear," said Mrs. Bradford^'t come up 
stairs and take off your wet wraps, and then you must stay 
to dinner. Guy will see you home." 

Laura gladly accepted this invitation, half conscious 
that part of its charm lay in Mrs. Bradford's last words. 
She went with the kind old lad^ to her room, where, in 
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arranging her dress for the evening, slie perliaps took 
more than usual pains to see that her hair and ribbons 
were becomingly arranged. 

Goiug back to the library again, the next hoar was 
passed in the lesson, which Laura gave faithfully and well. 
Just befoi-e it was over, Mr. Bradford came in, and shortly 
after the_ front door was again opened with a latch-key, 
and Laura felt that the only son had corae home, even 
before Mre. Bradford said so. 

" There is Guy ; now Miss Stanley, put np those drawing- 
materials ; you have had quite enough lessons for to-day. 
And Bessie, will you' ring for dinner ? " 

A few moments later, Guy came into the room, fresh 
from the toiiette, with which he had removed the traces of 
the day's toil; certainly a very fine-looking gentleman, 
with such a stalwart figure, and such an honest face. Ha 
had no expectation of finding Laura with his family, and 
as he saw her, a quick flush rose to his cheek, responsive to 
the sudden blush that swept even to Laura's brow. The 
two shook hands, but their words of greeting were merely 
murmured phrases. 

Mrs. Bradford watched them with a smile. "I've kept 
Miss Stanley to dinner," she explained ; " I thought it was 
too bad to let her go away through the storm, aiTd I prom- 
ised that you would see her home, by and bye." 

" I shall be very happy to do so," responded Guy heart- 
ily ; and seating himself by his sister, the three were 
presently engaged in an animated conversation, 

Mr. Bradford sat watching them for a few moments, 
and then he said to his wife: " Annie, my dear, that seems 
a very nice young lady." 

"Veiy'niee, indeed," responded Mrs. Bradford ; then 
dropping her voice to a mysterious undertone, "and I 
think Guy likes her." 

"Of course he does," said Mr. Bradford, innocently; 
" ho always likes nice young ladies." 

" But I mean vfery particularly — " 
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"All, Annie, are you Uying raatcli-making again ? " her 
husband asked, with a smile. 

"It's time Guy was married," replied the old lady, a 
little aggressively; "he is nearly twenty-eight years old, 
you know." 

"I'm afraid you'll have no Ijetter luck than yoa did 
■with the Boston gir! we met last summer," suggested Mr. 
Bradford; " I don't think Guy is much inclined to matri- 
mony; you have been trying to get him a wife, ever since 
he was twenty, but without result ao far." 

" He never has fancied any one, I know," admitted Mrs. 
Bradford ; " but I like Miss Stanley better than any one I've 
seen yet, and I think Guy does too." 

Mr. Bradford smiled. " That's an odd way of putting 
it," he said; "Fm afraid sons don't always choose the 
women their mothers most fancy ; but you may be right ; 
she seems a sensible, as well as a handsome girl, and I shall 
be satisfied if Guy is ; he must suit himself. "We believe 
in old-fashioned honest love; don't we, Annie?" 

The old lady did not reply in words, but her hand went 
out to meet her husband's, while their eyes met with a 
glance of affection, unchanged ia forty years. 

Presently after this, the summons to dinner called all 
the party to the charming dining-room — crimson-curtained 
and glowing with the warm reflections from a glorious fire 
sent back in ruby sparkles from cut-glass and polished 
silver. 

It was a thoroughly charming meal, well-cooked and 
daintily served. In contrast with her recent plain and un- 
pleasant auri-oundings the change was very agreeable to 
Lanra, and then Guy was placed opposite to her and all 
the time she was conscious of his earnest eyes and the 
etibtie intoxication of their influence. 

When dinner was over, the party went into the draw- 
ing-room, in order that they might have some music. This 
room, although large and handsomely furnished, had none 
of the dreary grandeur which afflicts so many of our state 
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parlors. Its walls were tinted, and adorned with some 
clioiee pictures, Its furniture was well-clioaen, and there 
were flowers and books in it, as if it really were an inhab- 
ited region, Mr. Bradford disposed himself comfortably 
on the sofa ; Mrs. Bradford sat with her knitting, near the 
shaded lamp on the c en teir- table, and Laura took her place 
at the piano. Ifc was a very fine instrument and she revelled 
iu its rich notes after ber long deprivation of music, for the 
Moulders had no piano. She played for some time, Guy 
sitting near her iu silent appreciation of the music, and 
then sang a few simple ballads. She had a good contralto 
voice, and yM^^ making no pretence of extreme culture she 
executed witWtaste and feeling. Altogether the evening was 
a delightful one to Laura, endowed by nature with strong 
feelings and intense love of the beautiful, anj-thing-ug!y or 
unartistic in her surroundings was a pain to her ; and she 
enjoyed keenly the beauty and comfort of this Beene^ and 
the harmony' of the family with whom she was. 

And then Guy was there, watching over her, talking to 
her, and later, taking her home. When they were out in 
the snowy streets, and she was leaning on his arm, Laura 
could not help saying somewhat of the thoughts that were 
in her heart. 

" How happy you must be in such a home, Mr. Brad- 
ford ! " 

"lam," replied Guy, heartily. "I thank God, daily, 
that J have so many blessings in my life." 

"Your parents are so devoted to. each other, ao 
thoroughly kind." 

" Yes, if I can but realize as much happiness in mar- 
riage as they have, my brightest dream will be embodied ; 
their's is the sort of union I believe in, equal confidence 
and afiection on each side." 

They had come to the corner of the street now, but no 
car was to be seen. " I'm afraid they're not running," 
said Bradford ; " I'm sorry I didn't send for a carriaga" 

" It doesn't snow at all," said Laura ; " and if you don't 
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mind, I should like to walk. You know I'm a country girl, 
and like a tramp; indeed, I feel as if I had not had enough 
exercise to-day." 

Guy readily assented to this proposal, and the two 
crossed to the avenue. The storm had in fact ceased, and 
as the sidewalks were partially cleared, progress was easy 
down the wide way -which was quite transformed by ita 
fairy robes of snow. All the unsightliness of the street was 
covered with a soft white carpet ; the houses were decorated 
with fleecy draperies and ornaments, the railings sparkled 
with frosty incrustations, and glittering icicles hung from 
the lamp-posts, while the lights, flashing out on the scene, 
had their lustre returoed and multiplied 'by the brilliant 
reflections. 

The two young people enjoyed their walk ; Laura felt 
somewhat less embarrassed, than when Guy had been only 
sitting near her, and watching her. They talked on topics 
of practical interest, and the two miles of distance was 
passed over, only too quickly. 

"I am sorry we are hei-e," Guy exclaimed, as they 
ascended tlie steps of Laura's home; "I wish our walk 
bad been at least a mile longer." 

"I am very much obliged to you for your escort," 
Laura said, as the door was opened by Jane, who, seeing 
who it was, instantly disappeared with a grin. 

"Don't thank me for what was such a pleasure to me," 
Guy replied in a low voice. " Good-night." 

He held her hand with a firm grasp, but only for a 
moment, raised his hat, and as the door closed, turned 
away. Chateaubriand tells us of "lea Echoes dtt sang," 
which reveal the secret of unsuspected relationship to those 
who have the same blood in their veins, and the pressure, 
even of a gloved hand, has ere this awakened heart-echoes 
that proclaimed in tones that would not be Stifled, the 
eternal consanguinity of souls. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



S C0NCEET-8AL0ON. 



On the morning after the sad-night which Rhoda spent 
in watching over her sick friend's restless sleep, when 
Maggie' woke to a new day, to the surprise of her faithful 
companion, instead of seeming worse, as Rhoda tad feared 
she might, she was apparently better and stronger than 
she had been for some time before. The subtle disease 
which baffles the skill of the most patient observers, had 
taken another turn, and in the course of a week,. Maggie 
was able to sit up all day and to occupy herself with some 
light work which Rhoda had procured for her from a 
collar-factory. This improvement in the sick girl's condi- 
tion, made both friends more averse than ever to asking for 
assistance ; they cherished their independence proudly, 
and would both have suffei'ed more than they had yet 
endured, rather than be . under obligations to any one. 
Maggie still talked of going to her libme, and cheered by 
her friend began to build up a sort of hope that, when the 
severity of the winter was over, she might be able to make 
the journey to her native hills. 

To pay the expenses of this trip, every penny was laid 
by that cotild be saved. AH day long the two girls sat 
and sewed in their cold cheerless rooni ; lighting a little fire 
in the grate only when driven to it by the utmost severity 
of the weather, Rhoda proOTred what little food they had, 
and under pretence of having eaten while she was out, 
often fasted for hours, that she might be able to bring to 
her companion some little comfort or delicacy. Patiently, 
devotedly, did this girl, whom the World would call lost, 
endure the trials and the hardships of her lot ; always 
gentle to her friend, hard-working, self-denying, but hold- 
ing in her heart a burning revolt against the position to 
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which miBfortuiio and man's social laws had condemned 

Oue evening, Bhoda stood dressing for her night-work 
at the saloon; a work which, much as sha detested it, could 
not be given up or neglected, now that money was so 
doubly precious. Her long dark hair, clustenng into 
natural curls, was raised from her forehead over a roll, and 
then fell into a shower of dusky ringlets, through which 
a scarlet ribbon was passed. A black velvet bodice cut 
low across the. bust, displayed a neck which was well 
formed, though it was somewhat thin. Her skirt was of 
crimson stuff, quite short, while neat white stockings and 
high boots set off the slender, well-shaped lower limbs. 
The vivid colors of her dress, the showy style of her cos- 
tume, were in singular contrast with the dingy dulness of 
the room, nor was the expression of the girl's face in 
harmony with the meretricious attire. She assumed her 
garments rapidly, carelessly, scarcely glanciog into the 
Uttle cracked mirror, seeming impatient of any attempt at 
adornment. Maggie was in the bed, half-sitting, half- 
reclining, and wrapped closely in a dark shawl. Her pale 
feoe and bright hair, making a little spot of light under 
the rays of the kerosene lamp, which was placed near her, 
so that she might continue her work, a whole pile of linen 
and lace wWch was heaped on the bed beside her, and with 
which her thin white hands were busy. Presently they 
rested from their toil and looking up at her friend, Maggie 
B^d: 

" Rhoda, won't you have the light on the dressing-table ? 
Ton are almost ia the dark, there." 

"It don't matter," replied Rhoda; "I believe I'm all 
right, ain't I?" 

As she spoke, she turned and came to the bed so that 
the light fell full on her gay dress, her waving hair and 
dark eyes. Maggie looked up- at her, wistfully. 

" Yes, you look real nice. Rhoda you are very pretty, 
do you know? when your eyes are soft as they are now." 
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" Pretty I " exclaimQd Rhoda, with a passionate gesture, 
" What is tlie use of my being pretty ? Sometimes I look 
at myself in the glass at the saloon, tind know that if I had 
half a chance, I could be as handsome as many of those fine 
ladies ; but what's the use ? The world says I am a crea- 
ture of the dust, my youth and my good looks that ought 
to be my kingdom are my disgrace I " 

"Why, Rhody, dear!" exclaimed Maggie, in surprise. 
" What makes you so fierce to-night ? you haven't been 
that Way this long ttme." 

" I haven't been so to you, perhaps, Maggie, but I'm so 
all the time in my heart. However, I had a fresh reason 

"What, something that happened when you were 
out?" 

" Yes, I applied a week ago for a place in a store on 
Sixth avenue; a pretty good place too j I'd have had ten 
dollars a week, and wouldn't have had to go to the saloon 
any more. I didn't tell yon, 'cause I meant to surprise 
you with some good news. As If there could be any good 
news for us ! " she added, bitterly; " well, to-day I went 
for the place and was refused ! " . 

"Why?" 

" You can guess why, Maggie," a deep flush sweeping 
over her face ; " the boss said he couldn't have any giria 
that were t v rtuo s \ iiuous I " she repeated, with a 
savage empha'' s the man himself keeps a girl on 
Twei ty pcond street a I he took a fellow in my place 
that I ve see tl e aaloo and— -well, he's not so mrtic- 
Oiis as I an yet he coal I have the place at fifteen dol- 
lai-s a we k beci se he s a man 1 It's a cruel, bitter 
shame, Maggie I — this damnation that waits for women, if 
they make one misstep. Because I have stumbled, I am a 
thousand times worse than the men who ro!! in the dust." 

"But not really, Rhoda," said Maggie; "not in the 
sight of God." 

" You can hold, on a little to the old faith. Maggie, 
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and Vm glad you can," said Rhoda, in a softened voice. 
" But it'8 too hard for me. I suppose God ia just, but 
man is so crael, and it ia only men I see. There I must go, 
or I shall be late at the saloon. How I hate that place ! " 
she added, fiercely ; " I hoped to get away from it, but I'm 
not virtuous enough to leave it, and so must go and take 
my nightly dose of insult ! " 

Maggie's hazel eyes had filled with tears at the force of 
Rhoda's words. " It's too bad, Rhoda ! " she said, plain- 
tively. It's so hard ! I wish I was away, so you wouldn't 
have to go to that horrid aaloon I " 

Rhoda was down on her knees by the bed in a moment, 
" My darling, don't say that I I love so to have yoo here 
with me I why, Maggie, you are all that keeps me from de- 

" And in the spring we'll go away together, won't 
we?" 

"Yes, dear, yes 1" then jumping up, Rhoda affected to 
be very busy finding her hat and cloak, and putting them 
on rapidly. Just as she was leavingi she came to the bed 
and tossed an orange upon it. " Oh, by the way," she said, 
with an assumption of great carelessness ; " here's some- 
thing I got very cheap; now eat it up, don't let me find 
anything but the peel when I get home ; good bye." 

Without waiting for a reply, she hurried from the room 
and out into the streets ; but as she went on, she felt heart- 
sick. The fruit had been bought with the few cents that 
should have purchased her own supper ; she was tired and 
hungry and cold, almost despairing ; she had spoken 
cheerful words to her friend, leading her to think that the 
two would some day go away together, but she had really 
no such hope. To her, the future was all black and grim, 
she would w'ork and earn money enough to send Maggie 
home ; and after that, she would be left to wrestle alone 
with her fate— a fate that she realized only too plainly, 
seeing by the lurid light of experience, the hideoasi doom 
that awaits the outcasts of society when their youth is past. 
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She detested the life she was leading, and yet her vefy 
devotion to her friend forced her every day to dfink the 
bitter cup to its dregs, for society andthe world offered her 
no hope of escape from it. If she had been a man, her early 
errors would have been forgotten or unheeded, and witJi 
the .resolution and industry she had, a dozen remunerative 
occupations would have been open to her ; as a woman,there 
was no hope, the curse must follow her wherever she went, 
and the only means of sustaining l^fe was to toil all day at 
such work as she could get from shops. where no questions 
were asked, and in the evening to be at the beck and call 
of the frequenters of a conoevt-saloon. 

Yet, the girl had a certain spirit of her own, which made 
her respected, even among these rude men ; she had a sharp 
tongue and a sort of ready wit, that was at once fascinat- 
ing and repellent, so that she held her own bravely, like 
some bright flower that keeps its petals unsullied, though 
it spring from a muck heap. 

The saloon where Rhoda waited was in a cellar, a short 
flight of steps leading-down to it; but this uninviting en--, 
trance was rendered attractive by a transpareucy over the 
doorj representing two yonng women o£ extreme robustness 
of figure and scantiness of drapery, reclining in an impossi- 
ble attitude on a green bank adorned with startling red 
flowers. Within, discreetly veiled by the ground glass 
which was set in the doors, was a scene of showy brilliancy, 
A large room, rather low of ceiling, with many tables and 
chairs arranged in rows through it, the walls hung with 
pictures, equivocal in design and brilliant in coloring. On 
one side was a bar, ■fancifully arranged, where two men 
were engaged in " mixing drinks." At the upper end was 
a small platform on which a band of four men sat, who 
perpetually discoursed loud, but inharmonious ' sound ; it 
oould not be called music. 

When Rhoda entered, there were but a few customers 
in the place; a dozen other girls dressed like hers elf, lounged 
at the table* or chatted in groups. They were all hollow- 

H,-5-sdt> Google 



LORD AND MASTER. 121 

©yed and haggard, most of tbem having a hard defiant look 
about the mouth, though there were eome who had in their 
sad eyes only aa expression of hopeless appeal. They were 
all painted, the rouge and powder giving their complexions 
an appearance of false brilliancy. In this respect Rhoda 
presented a marked contrast to the rest; her pale dark 
face was entirely colorless, except when some quick emo- 
tion sent the biood to her cheeks. As she came in, one or 
two of the girls nodde* to her, but the rest took no notice 
of her ; she was evidently not a favorite here. She went 
and huug up her cloak and hat, and a moment after there 
was a rash of customers into the saloon — a party of Yale 
students in the city on a " lark," who were " seeing the 
sights." 

They came In, filling the place with noise and merri- 
ment, joking with the girls and keeping them a!l busy. 
Ehoda waited on them with the rest, bnt as she looked on 
these young gentlemen, who were none the worse for say- 
ing and doing what stamped her companions with infamyj 
she felt fiercely wrathfal against the unjust inequality ; and 
when one of the laughing youths ventured to touch her 
hair, with a gay compliment on its beaaty, she turned 
upon him with such a bitter jest that he drew back dis- 
mayed, and she was presently left to herself. 

Other customers oame and w-ent, and Rhoda kept on 
with her regular duties, doing her work well, even while she 
loathed the whole false scene of hollow laughter and rib- 
ald jest. The evening wore away, and it grew to be late ; 
the customers had thinned out, the tired band made 
long pauses between' its discordant waltaes and polkas. 
Rhoda was sitting at the upper end of the room, resting 
her head wearily on her hand, when the door opened and 
a tall and handsome man appeared ; he hesitated a moment, 
looking about a little apprehensively, then seeming to be 
reassured, came in. As Rhoda saw him, she started to her 
feet, and hurried to a table, where two men were seated. 
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taming her back to the new comer. It did not avail her, 
for he came directly towards her. 

"Rhoda," be said, "won't you wait on an old 
frieDd 'i " 

She turned upon him, and gave him a look, hei' black 
eyes blazing with suppressed rage, "No," she said, "I 
will not." 

" Ah, ha !" retorted the gentleman, "well see if you 

He walked directly to the bar, where the head man 
hastened to Wait on him, with every appearance of defer- 
ence. There was a short conversation between them, and 
then one of the girls cams' to Rhoda, who had stood all 
this time with her back to the counter. 

"The boss wants you," she said, in a fiightened voice. 

Khoda turned and walked to the bar ; the gentleman 
had gone Up the room, and seated himself at a table in the 
comer furthest from the door. The saloon-keeper met 
Rhoda with an oath: 

"What do yoa mean?" he asked, angrily, "by giv- 
ing yourself such d — d stuck-up aii-s? Gto and wait on 
Judge Swinton this instant 1 " 

Rhoda flushed crimson ; an indignant refusal rose to her 
lips. Was she to be forever an utter and abject slave I 
Then Maggie's hazel eyes seemed to look at her appeal- 
ingly, she thought what the loss of this situation would be 
to her friend, and stifling back her anger, she walked to the 
table, where the judge sat, smilingly awaiting her, 

" Come, Rhoda," he said, as she stood before him, 
" there's no iise quarreling with an old friend — why I came 
here on purpose to see you ! What'll yon take to 
drink?" 

"Anything you please," she said, in a hard, dry 
voice, 

"Well then, we'll have a bottle of champagne for old 
acquaintance." 

If he could have known what stinging pain it was to 
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her to have their association recalled ! But to his duU 
apprehension, he really fancied that their former connection 
gave him a claim of fiiendship upon his victim. 

Rhoda turned away, and going to the bar, gave the 
order; the saloon-keeper, when he heard how handsome it 
was, became all smiles, and she presently returned to her 
customer carrying a waiter, containing a bottle and two 
glasses. 

" There ! that's right 1 Now, sit down, and we'll have 
a nice chat," urged the judge, amiably. 

Rhoda sat down, mechanically, as if she had resolved 
to go through the task, however abhorrent it might be. 
She took the bottle, and drew the cork dexterously, after- 
wards filling the two glasses. The judge raised his with a 
smile. 

" Here's to your future good-luck I " Then, as Rhoda 
neither responded nor touched the wine, he added : " Why 
you don't drink anything ! How's that ? " 

"I never drink^" replied Rhoda, slowly. 

"Never drink 1 Why how do you get along here ? " 

" The boss understands," she said ; " I let the men order 
what they please, but I never touch it. It does just as 
well, though ; they have to pay for it," she added, with a 
sneer. 

" You always were a very queer girl^ Rhoda," the judge 
Bald, looting at her curiously. "But I really wish you 
would take just a taste of this champagne. You know you 
ought not to treat me like a stranger," moving a little 
nearer to her. 

She turned her eyes on him again. " No, you are not a 
stranger," she said. 

The look seemed to make the judge a little uneasy. 
"No, indeed I " he urged; " and I've come here to-night on 
a real friendly errand. I suppose now you'd like to earn a 
hundred dollars?" 

"If I can, honestly." 

A smile rose to his lips, but he checked it; something 
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in the girl's face cutting off the sarcaBin. " Of course,*' he 
nodded ; " what I want ia very easily done, or rather not 
done, for I've only come to ask you not to do eoitiething." 

" What, for instance ? " 

"How devilish cool you are, Rhoda !" he exclaimed, a 
little impatiently. " Don't youcare for a hundred dollars?" 

" Very much," she replied. " One hnndred dollara 
■would give me many things I need. How am I to earn it ? " 

The judge hesitated in singular embarrassment ; Rhoda 
waited quietly. After two or three beginnings, he said, 
abruptly, " You know Mise Laura Stanley, I helleve ? " 

"Yes." 

"Well, it's about her." 
■ "Indeed! what about her?" 

" Nothing much, only I don't want you to tell her that 
you 'ever knew me." 

" Why not ? Surely, when a poor ^rl has the honor of 
the acquaintance of such a distinguished swell as Judge 
Swinton, she might be allowed to mention it." 

The Judge colored at the sneering emphasis of tho 
words, but he affected to laugh off the matter as a joke. 
" You don't really care for that, Rhoda, and one hundred 
dollars ia better any day than boasting of any man's ac- 
quaintance. Come, promise me you won't say anything to 
her about me." 

"If I promise, how do you know I'll keep ray word?" 

" Oh, I'll trust you Rhoda. I know you Well enough 
for that," and he drew out his wallet. " You shall have 
the one hundred right down, if you'll say you won't tell 
Miss Stanley any tales about me," 

" But why do yon care so much about this ? " 

" I didn't mind telling you," said the judge, leaning 
over with a confidential airj " I've taken a fancy to the 
young lady." 

" Ah 1 For what?" the dark eyes questioning closely. 

"Well, I think I shall marry her," the judge said, with 
I sudden assumption of frankness. 
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" Indeed I " 

"Yes. You see it'a about time I settled down. I've 
sown wild oats enough;" and he laughed carelfessly, 
Bhowing all his white teeth. " I don't care to have her 
know about tlie wild oats, though." 

" Of course not," replied Rhoda, speaking always with 
a singular reserve and quietness. 

" And you will help ra6, eh ? " 

"No." 

The word was said so calmly, that he seemed hardly to 
comprehend its meaning. " "What ! " he exclaimed ; " yoa 
won't take a hundred dollars, jusf to hold your tongue a 
few weeks, about that old freak of mine?" 

"No." 

"Why not?" 

" Perhaps because I'm not on the Bench ; I don't take 
bribes, Judge." 

The man winced, as if she had struck him a blow, and 
flushed angrily. " You refuse, utterly ? " 

"Yes." 

He frowned darklj', then with an effort he forced a 
smile. " You might, for old friendship, Rhoda ; come, 
I'll make it a hundred and fifty. Do this just to please 
an old sweetheart; you know I was always clever to 

She turned upon hita the suppressed wrath that had 
been smouldering all this time, breaking forth suddenly 
into fierce words. "Clever tome!" she cried; "you can 
come to me with such cant as that I Do you think I have 
forgotten the coward blow that has disfigured me for life ? " 
pointing quickly to her mutilated mouth. "Do you think 
I have forgotten the vile drugs and the lying plot you used, 
to rum me ? No, they are burnt into my memory like 
fire ! I would not touch your money, if it would save me 
from death by torture, or from such a life as I lead, which 
is worse," she added darkly. " I have talked to you, to- 
night, only because I was forced to ; but I am not so utterly 
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low as to be willing to heln voa to bring another woman 
into your power " 

Ttie judge rose while she was speaking, and there was 
a cruel light in hia blue eyes, as he answered, " You won't 
have my friendship or my money, Ehoda ; well, you must 
take the consequences." 

He threw a five dollar bill on the table to pay for the 
wine, and walked out of the saloon. 



CHAPTER XVt 
MES. Duncan's ball. 



It was the night of Mrs. Duncan's ball — one of the 
events of the fashionable season. The great parlorS of her 
house, one of the largest in New York, were crowded with 
well-di'eased people. Music from a fine band filled the air, 
which was heavy with the perfume of the flowers that 
decorated every room, while many was lights shed their 
soft brilliancy over the gay scene. 

In this throng of fair women and elegant men, the 
arrival of Mr. and Mrs. Livingston and their daughters 
created a sensation — even where there was so much grace — 
the extraordinary beauty of the two girls excited a ranr- 
mur pi admiration wherever they moved. The toilette 
which a fashionable modiste had constructed for Flora, 
was of her favorite color, blue — a silk of exquisite lustre, 
trimmed with soft blonde lace; her fair hair floated over 
her shoulders in many ringlets, a wreath of forget-me-nots 
confining the clustering curls above her pure forehead. 

Maud was dressed as became a d&butante, in white, with 
wild roses in her shining hair, and there were those who 
found more to admire in her haughty handsome face and 
flashing eyes, than in her sister's dainty loveliness. 

Mr. Ferdinand Le Roy was in attendance, faultlessly 
costumed as usual, his hair and attire arranged with such 
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absolute precision as to be almost painfully exact. As 
soon as tke young ladies had made their greetings to their 
hostess, he joined them, approaching with a certain air of 
proprietorship. 

"Twin rosebuds," he said, as he tui-ned Ms steady yet 
critical glaaoe from oae sister to the other, g,s if carefully 
weighing their relative cfaarmB. 

As Flora caught the look, Laura's words recurred toher; 
there wm a certain air of the Grand Seigneur about this 
man. She felt an angry revolt against it, and when, a mo- 
menfclater, a gentleman- came to clsum her for a dance, she 
walked off with a slight indifferent nod to Mr. Le Roy, 
which perhaps conveyed somewhat of her thoughts. Ho 
looked after her keenly, iwid then turned <^ Maud, who 
bowed her stately head and took his arm, with a very evi- 
dent desire to please. 

- The night went on ; but Flora, even while Rurrounded 
by other admirers, was conscious, always, that this man was 
watching her, with a gaze which never relented. She was 
gay with her gay companions, she laughed with the rest ; 
bnt there was with her all the time, a feeling of oppression, 
a sense that she was not one moment free from that cold, 
yet devouring regard. Wherever she went, whoever was 
with her, she could see those steel blue eyes, oompelling her 
again and again to meet their look ; and when at last he ap- 
proached to claim her for a dance which she had promised 
him, it seemed to her as if there were slowly overwhelming 
her a stern power which she detested, and yet which she 
was helpless to resist. 

" Miss Flora," Mr. Le Roy said, aa he drew her hand 
through his arm, " you have been less kind to me this 
evening than usual." 

" Have I ?" she asked, with an attempt at a smile. " I 
have not intended it." 

' " I hope not ; come, let us go into the conservatory. 
You do not care to dance ?" 
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The words were spoken as an assevtion, rather tlian as a 
question, and Flora aequieseed with a faint " No." 

"Well, then, let nsfind a quiet place; I have Bc.iietbing 
to say to you." 

Flora did not ibj.!^ , but at these significant words, her 
heart stood still for a moment, and then beat with heavy 
throbs that almost suffocated her. 

They walked on in silence till they were in the shadowy 
aisles of the conservatory, away from thetwmult of the baU, 
and where the music was softened to a faint sweet strain, 
Mr. Le Roy led the way to a rustic aeat nnder the broad 
leaves of an overarching palm-tree, and motioned Flora 
to sit there. There was something imperious- in the ges- 
ture ; but after one secon<^ of hesitation, Flora obeyed it. 

Mr. Le Roy placed himself beside her and bent over 
her, his searching eyes reading her downcast blushing 
face. ■ Then, after a moment of almost intolerable silence, he 
put out his hand and laid it on hers with a firm grasp. 

"Flora," he said, "will you give yourself to meP 
Will you b& ray wife f " 

She started with one quick impulse of recoil from that 
comjjelling touch, and glanced up at him hurriedly. 

Mr. Le Roy smiled, inthose blue eyes he had seen for 
the first time a look of feai', and he drew bis grasp elos&r 
about ber, as he said, " Flora, I have been aware of your 
preference for months past ; I have your parent's consent ; 
come, my sweet trembling little prisoner, you are fairly 
caught. Give me your promise." 

She drew away, making a half attempt to rise. " Oh, 
let me go," she faltered, 

"No," he said; "never again; yon are fairly mine Flora.; 
you won't give me any promise ? Nay, then, I must take a 
pledge." 

The forceful eyes were close to hers ; the strong detain- 
ing hands held her fast, and the man pressed his lips to her 
cheek, while she remained passive, unable to escape. In 
her heart, there was a passionate revolt; but it seemed 
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wholly impossible to put it into words, or to avoid sub- 
mission to this irresistible will. 

"Now, dai'ling," he murmured, as he i-eleased her, 
"you are my bride elect ; and before spring, I hope you will 
be my bride in tratfa." 

" Oh, no, no ! " she exclaimed, with an irrepressible 
shndder, ■ 

"Yes," he said, firmly; "itmustbeso. Tou are start- 
led now; this seems sudden ; but you must grow accustomed 
to the thought. Shall we go back to the ball-room ? " 

Flora assented eagerly, starting hurriedly to her feet ; 
but Mr. Le Roy laid bis hand ou her again, " Not so fast, 
sweet one," he said ; and before he would let her go, he 
forced her to let him touch her lips with his. 

It was over then, as it seemed to Flora; a horrible deg- 
radation had come upon her ; she was no longer free, no 
longer belonged to herself, she had received a master, and 
been compelled to submit to the symbol of his power. As 
she walked out of the Consoiwatory, she remembered with 
sudden vividness, the old story of the Caudine Porks, and 
the bitter humiliation of the Roman army. " I have passed 
under the yoke," she thought, " I am a slave." 

Her one strongest impulse, was to escape from her com- 
panion ; and when at the threshold of the ball-room, she 
met a young man, who claimed her for the dance ; she left 
her lover's arm, with an eagerness that was hardly disguis- 
ed. Mr. Le Roy noticed it with a slight frown, but a mo- 
ment after, a faint smile of triumph followed, as ho caught 
one timid backward look, that Flora stole towards him. 

She went with her partner into the ball-room, moving 
mechanically, not speaking, hardly conscious where she 
■was. The young man first broke the silence. 

" Do you care to dance. Miss Livingston ? " 

Flora started, and looked up at him. Until this mo- 
meat, she had scarcely thought who her companion was; the 
voice, the foreign accent, recalled him. He was a young 
German, who had been presented to her early in the even- 
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ing, and with whom she had made an engagement to dance. 
His name she remembered was Eudolph Ernstein, and she 
recollected that he had been spoken of as a scion of a noble 
family, who was travelling in this country for amusement 
and instruction. 

Aa she glanced at him, she saw a pair of dreamy eyes, 
lighting up a delicate sensitive face, with broad intellectual 
brow, and fair hair and moustache. The look that met hers 
soothed her, she scarcely knew how ; there was in it a sort 
of unspoken sympathy. 

" If you are weary," he said, " we will not dance. 
Pray let it be as you wish." 

" I am not tired," replied Fiora. " This la a waltz, too; 
my favorite dance." 

He took her hand, and in a moment they were whirling 
about the room. Flora discovered at once that her part- 
ner was a most accomplished waltzei-, graceful in move- 
ment, supporting her respectfully, yet firmly. The music 
was one of Strauss' most exquisite creations; and the sway- 
ing motion, the harmonious strains, lulled her, till her sore 
heart gi-ew somewhat quiet. Ernstein bent over her, watch- 
ing with wistful eyes every expression of the beautiful face 
beside him. On a sudden Flora started and paused ; Mr. 
Le Roy had approached the circle of dancers, and was 
watching her. She felt in a moment that her freedom was 
gone, and her first impulse was to escape again. 

"What is it ?" asked Ei-nstein. 

" Let us go away ! " she said ; " I feel stifled here." 

The young man offered her his arm, and they left the 
ball-room, " Will you go to the conservatory ? " he asked. 

" No; oh no ! " she answered quickiy, " Can't we find 
the air somewhere ? " 

. "There is a window open in the library," replied 
Ernstein. 

"Let us go there," 

They went to the room, which was off the main suite of 
apartments; there were a good many persons in it, chatting 
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together, or looking over the engravings, but there was no ' 
crowd. The two young people made their way to a 
French window, which was ajar, letting the eool night air 
into the heated house. As they approached it, they saw 
that it looked on to a balcony. 

" Oh, let us go outside ! " exclaimed Flora. " The 
moonlight is lovely." 

"Don't you fear taking oold ? " 

"No, no I" she repeated, impatiently; " only let us get 
out of this warm room," 

Emstein raised hts hand to open the window wider, 
and Flora drew back the curtain ; but before they could 
step out, a calm voice arrested them, 

" Miss Livingston, you are to come with me ; your people 
are going," 

Flora turned and met Mr, Le Roy's cold, disapproving 
regard, " They won't mind waiting a few moments," she 
said, defiantly, 

" Will you go out, then ? Ecnstcin asked with eager- 

. "No; Miss Livingston will not go out," said Mr. Le 
Roy, sternly. "Flora, come with me," 

She hesitated, and looked from, one to the other, with a 
glance that neither of them ever forgot. The young Ger- 
man held out his hand, entreatingly ; his deep eyes mutely 
seconding the appeal. But Mr. Le Roy put his fingers oa 
her wrist, with an unmistakeable air of pi-oprietorship : 

" Come at once 1 " he said, imperatively. And he drew 
her hand through his arm, and led her away. " You for- 
get. Flora," he added, as they went out of the room, "your 
fiirting days are over; you belong to me now." 
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CHAPTER XVIL 
iauea's visitom. 



To Laura tlie weeks of winter went by monotonoubly, 
in some respects sadly. Her residence at the Moulders' 
was not, in all respects, a happy one ; to be a frequent "wit- 
ness of Mr. Moulder's overbearing conduct, and Mrs. Moul- 
der's patient submission, was a constant trial to her, but 
she ha^ become much attached to the gentle lady, who 
seemed to find comfort ia her sympathy and affection ; and 
-this alone reconciled her to remaining in a home that 
would otherwise have been wholly distasteful to her. 
Sometimes Laura was quite out of patience with her friend, 
for her unfailing meekness and entire yielding to her 
captious and unkind husband — even when his demands 
were unreasonable ; once she ventured to suggest an open 
rebellion. 

Mr, Moulder had come home tired and cross; he found 
fault with the children, scolded about the singing of the 
canary, and made himself obtrusively disagreeable. Mrs. 
Moulder was as gentle as usaal; she quieted the children, 
hang a cloth over the poor bird, and was ready to do any- 
thing to please her husband. All this was before dinner; 
but his wife's efforts failed to soothe him, and at that meal 
he was unusually surly. The turkey, he said, was under- 
done. Mrs. Moulder, though looking tii-ed and pale, went 
herself to the kitchen and broiled a leg for him ; when this 
was brought, he declared it was scorched to a crisp. She 
quietly laid it aside, and took the other leg to cook in the 
same manner. When she returned, flushed and weary, 
with this, she found him eating heartily of the breast, and 
his only comment, as she placed the joint before him, was 
that he " couldn't wait all night for his dinner," 

Laura looked on with waxing indignation; she saw the 
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tears in Mi's. Moulder's mild eyes, and noticed that her 
plate was pushed away, almost untouched. It seemed to 
the impetuous youog lady, that it would be wrong to keep 
silent any longer, and when, at last, the children were 
disposed of, and Mr. Moulder had gone to his eJui), Laura 
ventured a remonstrance. 

" Agnes," she said, for she had already learned to call 
hev friend hy her pretty Christian name, "Agnes, I am ao 
indignaot that 1 feel as if I must say a word to you, 
may I ? " 

"I don't know, dear; perhaps you had better not." 

" This much I must tell you," protested Laura, vehe- 
mently, " I don't believe you make Mr. Moulder any 
happier hy yielding to him so utterly." 

"Don't you think I do ?" in gentle surprise. 

"No. I believe he would really be better off with a 
wife who asserted herself a little. Now, you see, to-day, 
if yon had not troubled to please him with his dinner, ho 
would have eaten just what he did at last, and been better 



(o; but I feel as ifl must do all I can to suit 
him." 

"I only wish you would tiy a change for awhile, and 
make a sort of declaration of independence ! " 

Mrs. Moulder shook ber head. "I could not do it, 
Laura; it's not in my nature; and indeed, I don't mind 
what I do for him, if he will only be a little tender to me." 
And the soft eyes were full of a aad yearning, that was 
veiy pathetic. 

It was not very often, however, that Laura was a 
witness of Mr. Moulder's most trying exactions, as she 
rarely saw him except at meala, which he generally ate 
in surly silence. Her own time was now very fully occu- 
pied. She had her drawing-lessons to give, and when she 
was at home, she spent every spare moment in practicing 
her art. She was struggling hard for the annual prize, 
given at the academy, to the best drawing ; and was de- 
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voting her energies to a study from a cast which she 
designed to be her competitive picture. 

Occasionally her evenings were intruded upon by visi- 
tors. Frank Heywood came very often, Guy Bradford ahout 
once a week, and Judge Swinton made some excuse for 
calling quite frequently. Laura treated the three visitors 
very differently. 

With Frank Heywood she had long confidential con- 
versations, which she keenly enjoyed, so that they came 
after a time to be on tenns of the closest intimacy. Some- 
times he would read aloud, while she went on with her 
drawing ; sometimes she went with him to some place of 
public amusement, for which he had always an unlimited 
amount of tickets ; and it was to him that she owed a con- 
stant supply of papers and new books. 

When Laura wag told that Mr. Bradford was in the 
parlor, she would take a sly peep in the glass, perhaps put 
on a bright ribbon, or another collar, and then going down 
to the sitting-room door, would knock softly. When Mra, 
Moulder came to see what she wanted, she wotild tell her, 
with a face which she strove in vain to make indifferent, 
that she had a visitor, and could Minnie come down with 
her ? " Presently," Mrs. Moulder would say, with a smile ; 
and so Laura would go down to the parlor to meet Guy's 
hearty greeting and earnest eyes. 

After a few moments, Minnie, who had delayed to put 
on a clean apron, would come in with her work and sit 
down demurely in a corner. Gay always greeted the little 
girl kindly, though experience soon taught, him that the 
young chaperon would stay as long as he did, even if she 
dropped asleep at her post, as sometimes happened. Min- 
nie was never sent for when Frank Heywood came ; Laura 
herself could scarcely tell why; he was so like a brother, 
she said to herself; but Guy Bradford was difTerent. 

As for Judge Swinton, he rarely came, except under pre- 
tence of political business with Moulder, and Laura would 
be sent for, as the daughter of an old friend. Knowing as 
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sKe did, that this man could at any time communieate her 
whereabouts to her father, she always obeyed the aummons ; 
tot on these occasions, she never so maeih as entej-ed the 
room without Minnie, who was strictly enjoined never on 
any account to go to sleep, or to quit the room, while the 
judge was in it. 

Laura knew very well that he looked on the little girl 
with anything rather than favor ; he would frown blackly 
at her sometimes, and rarely acknowledged her entrance by 
more than a condescending nod, Laura held these visits 
of his in utter abhorrence ; her manner was always cold, 
though strictly polite, but nothing sufficed to check the 
bold admiration of the man's look, or the broad compli- 
ments with which he would bring a blush to her cheeks ; 
and she was conscious, always, that only the presence of 
her little companion prevented some avowal from which 
she instinctively shrank. 

There was another visitor whom Laura sometimes saw, 
though he was rather a friend of the whole family than of 
herself in particular. One evening when she came down to 
dinner a little late, she found a stranger at the table. A 
young man of perhaps five or six and twenty, thick-set, with 
square shoulders and heavy limbs ; his hair was of a tawny 
red, and he evidently regarded it as very ornamental, for 
he wore it unusually long, and had a thick moustache and 
side-whiskers of the same brilliant color. His dress was 
showy, a brown coat with broad velvet collar, a large blue 
cravat, and very much of shirt bosom, on which blazed a 
diamond pin. As Laura came to her place, Mr. Moulder 
looked up importantly. 

« My nephew, Mr. Fitlas, Miss Stanley ; Miss Stanley, 
Mr. Fitlas, Mr. Jerry Fitlas ; " he added, as if the name 
conveyed some great distinction. " Mr. Fitlas has just 
got back from a western trip for the fii-m of Star and 
Flash," he explained ; " you know Star and Flash, of 
course." 

Laura could not remember to have heard of the firm, 
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but Blie bowed to Mr. Fitlas, politely, who returned the 
salutation with an obliging nod. 

" Tee," he sai^, "I've had a goodish trip thia time; 
been away six weeks." 

" How far west did you go ? " asked Mrs. Moulder, who 
waa always expected to carry on the conversation at the 
table ; Mr. Moulder eating steadily, but rarely speaking, 

" As far as Kansas city," replied Mr. Fitlas. " Didn't 
get beyond the Rockies this time," he explained airily, 
speaking of the solemn mountains, as if they were chil- 
dren's playthings. 

"And had you a successful journey ?" 

"Tolerable," answered Mr. Fitlas; "it didn't pan out 
very heavy. It was a kind of an anordinary trip, you know." 
Mr. Fitlas had rather a faculty for misusing or mispronounc- 
ing words. 

" A what ? " asked Mrs, Monldei-, looking a little puz- 
zled. 

" Ont-of-the-way-isb, you see; went to the smallish 
places. Drummed up the big places last, fall." 

" Oh yes, I remember." 

" Yes, I've done'a tall lot of travelling in the last six 
months, and I compliment myself I've done it pretty well," 

The air of complacency with which he said thia, was 
almost too much for Laura ; a smile twitched at the corners 
of her mouth, and she glanced at Mrs. Moulder, who seem- 
ed carefully to avoid her eye, asking Mr. Fitlas, somewhat 
hastily, " Are you glad to be back in Now York again ? " 

"Well, yes," replied Mr. Fitlas, with an air as if he 
were co.nferring the highest honoi-s on the city hy this 
declaration. " In New York I find the best oysters and the 
handsomest ladies I see anywhere; " and he looked at 
Laura, as if desirous of having her understand that she waa 
included in this gracious declaration. 

"I'm sure the ladies will be very much obliged to you 
for your appreciation and the rank to which you assign 
them," said Laura. 
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XTtterly impervious to tbe sarcaam, Mr. Fitlaa contin- 
ued; "Yes, that is an assertment I've made hundreds of 
times. In Kentuct I was aslted if the girls weren't tip- 
top. 'They're very nice,' says I; stunoing, indeed; for 
they're all big, there," he explained. "But, says I, the New 
York giria beatathe world ; smaller you know, and for my 
part I don't like 'em so big." 

" You've had an opportunity of seeing a great variety 
of places and people," remarked Mrs. Moulder. 

" Well, yes, I have; there ain't many places but what 
knows Jerry Fitlas," he admitted. " Been in twenty^even 
different States, and travelled ten thousand miles this laat 
year. How is that for high ? " 

Mr, Moulder evidently regarded this as a witticism of 
the first order, for he suddenly buret into a guffaw of de- 
light and exhibited for a time unusual animation. When 
the meal was over and the party left the table, Mr. Moulder 
called Mr. Fitlas into the parlor, where they were alone to- 
gether. 

"Jerry," he said, "I' thought I'd just tell you about 
Misa Stanley." 

" All right. What's up, now ?" 

" She's boarding here, yon know, and teaching draw- 
ing." 

"So Agnes said." 

" But she ain't poor at all, though it seems like it. Her 
father's One of the richest men in Dutchess county." 

" That's a poser ! What makes her teach, then ? " 

" Just a notion she's took np. She's sort of inclined to 
go for woman's rights, and be independent, and all that 
sort of nonaenae." 

" That's tbe way thoy do it," said Mr, Fitlas, shaking 
his head mournfully. " There's a great deal of such ideas 
about, out west I met lots of girls who went for woman's 
rights, some of 'em real pretty too." 

" It's all wrong," declared Mr. Moulder, testily ; " women 
ought to stay at home, and do as their husbands tell 'em. 
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They ain't up to men, any way, anii they're fools to try to 
be." 

" Oh, of course," assented Mr. Fitlas, with his most supe- 
rior smile. " We men run the machine. It's well enough 
to have women around, though," he added, thoughtfully, 

" Certainly," concluded Mr. Moulder ; " they're all right 
in their place, but not trying to take ours. It's preposter- 

" But about this girl," said Mr. Fit!^ bringing the 
conversation back to its original subject, "I found her 
quite handsome." 

" She's well enough looking," admitted Mr. Moulder, 
" and I thought I'd just tell yon who she was; it might be 
■worth thinking of, you know." 

" I twig," replied Mr. Fitlas, shotting one eye, know- 
ingly. " I hadn't thought of settling yet, but if there's 
money, I might look into the thing a little." 

And with a view to prosecuting his acquaintance with 
the young lady whom he condescended to admire, Mr. 
Fitlas ascended to the sitting-room. But quite in vain ; 
Laura had gone to her room, and did not again appear 
during the evening. However, Mr. Fitlas was not discour- 
aged, as he continued from time to time to take a meal at 
the Moulders', and he made various attempts to play the 
agreeable to Miss S 



CHAFrER XVIII. 

SOME LEGAL riEMS. 



So the time passed on. until the holiday season came. 
Two days before Christmae, Mr. Glitter's school closed for 
a fortnight, and as most of his pupils were away, or not 
taking lessons, Laura had a little leisure. She employed it 
in obtaining some trifling toys for the children and in ex- 
ecuting two pictures, designed as presents for her kind 
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friends, Mre. Moulder and Mrs. D'Aroy. When tlie day 
of the great festival came, there was a noisy scene over the 
presents which came to the young Moulders, and so many 
violent quaiTels between Aleck and poor little Agnee, who 
was always his especial victim, that Laura was glad to 
leave the house for the refreshment of the services in 
church. 

I^rs. 0'Arey had invited her young friend to dine with, 
her on that day, to meet the Bradfords and Frank Hey- 
wood ; and as it was a long time since Laura had seen the 
doctor, she went a little early to her house, that she might 
have a chat with her before the.other guests came. 

She found the lady alone in her library, with a pile of 
papers by her side. The greeting between the two wag 
most hearty ; Laura presented the picture she had painted, 
and which Mrs. D'Arcy received with great pleasure, re- 
turning the present with a handsome bos of water-color 
paints. When Laui'a had exhausted her admiration of this 
really most valuable gift, the doctor, who had listened with 
a pleased smile, said : 

" I am heartily glad, my dear, that yon like the box so 
well. But it won't melt away, if you take your eyes off 
from it for a moment, and tell me what you have been do- 
ing this long time." 

" Worliing hard," replied Laura. " There's not much 
oise to tell." 

" That is a good report," replied Mrs. D'Arcy ; " I have 
heard of you sometimes from Frank Hey wood ; do you see 
him very often I " looking at her keenly. 

" Oh, yes I " answered Laura, unconsciously, " very 
often; I like him so much ! " 

" An excellent friend for you," the doctor said, again 
with a slight accent on friend; "and how is Mrs. Moul- 
der ? " 

" Only tolerably well ; oh, Mrs. D'Arcy, I do grow so in- 
dignant at the way her husband treats her, and she so love- 
ly and patient, and so delicate in health just now," _, 
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" It's a shame ! " said the doctor ; " I have more than 
half suspected it all along; in attending her, I have seen 
that there was some trouble on her mind that no medicine 
could reach." 

" And can nothing be done to change this state of af- 
fairs ? " asked Laura. 

" Nothing, my dear, that I can suggest ; the man has 
by law the right to treat hia wife almost as he pleases." 

" With no redress for her ? " 

" Only in case of actual brutal violence ; and then, you 
see, how lenient the punishments are 1 When people prate 
against giving the ballot to women, they do not realize 
that it is needed at this moment, to protect them in life 
and limb ; that the laws, as they stand to-day, actually sanc- 
tion a certain amount of tyranny on the part of the hus- 
band; that bodily injury to a wife is scarcely noticed, 
while the same harm to a stranger would he severely dealt 
with. If a man take a purse from another man, and lay his 
hand on his arm wliile committing the theft, it is highway 
robbery, punishable with at least five years' imprisonment. 
If he beat his wife almost to death, it is a mere misdemean- 
or, to be condoned by a few weeks in the penitentiaiy, or a 
light fine; while if he take from her all her earnings, it is 
not even robbery ! " 

"Then there is legal authority for a man's abase and 
iU-treatment of his wife?" 

" Certainly ; here are a few instances of man's brutality 
and its reward, taken from various papers, and which 1 
have preserved." 

The doctor opened a drawer in a table and took from 
it a book containing slips. From these she read: 

"John W.Smith, who beat tia wife on the liead witli a crowbar, 
was lately Bentenced to sis moatba' impriaonmeiit 1 The woman's 
life was at one time despaired of ; but slie did not die, and so lia 
escaped anj seTiooa pumshmeat." 

" Thomas Fitzpatrick, who beat and kicked his wife to death a few 
days ago, at their residence in Vaa Brant street, was yesterday in 
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tllcted by the Orand Jury (or murder in the first degree. He ■was 
Brrtugned, and hia trial set down for the October term of the Court 
of Oyer and Terminer, Ttie District-Attorney eipreSEed ft doubt 
■whether the prisoner could be tried for anything but manslaughter, 
and he was admitted to bail in one thousand dollara." 

" Now jaat contrast the amount of bail in this last caso 
with that charged for offences against the propeity of 

'• W, H. Weigel, indicted for perjury in giving false testimony in 
the Tilden Butler suit, and who had given five tliousand dollars bail 
to appear, was arraigned and required to give the same amount of 
bftil, with two BuretiBB, justifying in ten thousand dollars each in 
real estate in this city, and was given until this morning to find 



" Arthur Salisbury, painter, of No. 347 Eighteenth street, South 
Brooklyn, waa yesterday held to bail in the sum of one thousand 
five hundred dollars, by Judge Ledwith, for attempting on Thursday 
night to pick the pocket of Cliailea Klein, of No, 103 Flatbush 
avenue, Brooklyn, while the latter was standing in Greene street." 

" Thus WO see that if a man killa his wife, it is so trifling 
an offence that lie can be tailed for one thousand dollars ! 
■while if he commit perjury, he must pledge four times that 
Bum ; and a mere attempt to pick the pocket of a stranger 
requires half as mnch again security as was needed for the 
wife-murderer 1 " 

" It is horrible injustice ! " exclaimed Laura, her gi-ay 
eyes glowing with excitement. 

" Jlomble, indeed I " repeated Mrs. D'Arcy; "but it is 
no wonder that such atrocities are lightly p-unished, when 
we realize what is the general tone of our laws with regard 
to women. In most States the statutes declare that lettei-s 
of administration shall not be granted to ' persons guilty 
of infamous crimes, or to mari'ied ■women;' and again, that 
wills can be made by all peraons except ' idiots, persons 
of unsound mind, and married women;' an association so 
degrading, that it is no wonder that wives are regarded as 
household chattels, or inferior to their lords and masters. . 
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Indeed the whole dicta of the law indicate that the wife is 
considered aa the property of the hushand, subject to him, 
and ever amenable to his correction. I have made a study 
of this," the doctor went on, " and here are some memo- 
randa I have jotted down." Torning over the leaves of 
her book, she read: 

" Bishop, in his work ' Husband and Wife,' a recognized 
legal authority, says, ' the relation resembles that of parent 
and child, guardian and ward ;' and again, ' the wife should 
conform to the tastes and habits of the husband,' 

"The Supreme Court of Mississippi declared, 1834, 
Bradley versus the State : ' A hnsband should confine him- 
self within proper bounds when he sees fit to correct his 
wife.' " 

" Justifying the correction, however," said Laura. 

"Certainly; and Pennsylvania recently confirmed this 
decision ; in Richards versus Richards, the court declared, 
' It is a sickly sentimentality," which holds that a man may 
not lay his hands radely, if necessary, on his wife,' i could 
multiply these instances indefinitely, but these wilt suffice 
to show what the whole tone of our laws is. Laws which 
women have not helped to make, to which they have not 
even consented, yet which they must obey." 

" "What flagrant injustice!" cried Laura. "It seems 
amazing that men do not hasten at once to do. away with 
such oppression." 

" They do not realize it, my dear," said Mrs, D'Arcy, 
mildlyi "A change will take place in time, let ns hope. 
But there is a ring at the door," she added, more lightly, 
" I think some of our friends must have come, and we had 
better go to the parlor." 

The dinner passed off delightfully ; the company 
was genial and lively; the conversation heartily gay. 
Laura for the day threw aside the care which often op- 
pressed her, and even Frank Heywood caught the spirit 
of merriment and was unusually gay; devoting himself 
part of the time to the entertainment of Bessie Bradford 
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BO asBiduously, that Laura declared that he was carrying 
on quite a flirtation with ber ; an idea which seemed vastly 
to amnae him. 

It had been settled that Frank- should wait on Laura 
home; but when, rather early, she i-oae to go, Guy Bradford 
started forward as if it were his privilege, of course, to be 
in attendance. Heywood had also risen, but Guy, scarcely 
noticing him, said : 

" I may see yoti home, may not I, Miss Stanley ? " 

Laura looked at bim and then at Frank. " Mr. Hey- 
wood had offered to take care of me," she rejoined. 

Frank regarded them both with his melancholy eyes. 
" If Mr. Bradford will take my place, I shall be obliged to 
him," be said ; " it is late, and I ought to go directly to the 
office." , 

Laura turned to him, eagerly. "Ton are not angry, 
Frank?" 

"No; oh no!" he exclaimed; "it is better so;" and 
turned away. 

Laura was half glad of the exchange, and yet the sad 
hungry look of those mysterious eyes haunted her for 
hours afterwards. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

plora's confession. 



The days that followed were rather dreary to Laura. 
The cessation of her pupils and school brought with it a 
cessation of her money ; she began to feel keenly the pres- 
sure of a poverty heretofore unknown. The nine dollars a 
week she bad been earning had barely sufficed, with the 
closest economy, for the absolate wants of the week, pay- 
ing, as she did, seven dollars for her board, and a dollar a 
week to Bridget for her services ; so that, when the supply 
was out of^ she saw no means of even meeting her c»irrent 

H,-:.-sdt> Google 



144 LORD AND MASTER. 

expenses. Then, too, the young teacher was very lonely 
in this great city, at this holiday time, and had a home- 
sick longing to see her mother. Hearing from her infre- 
quently, she felt as if she only half knew how she was; 
and now that eyery one else seemed to be with their 
people, it was very hard that she did not dare to go to 
hers. As she walked through the streets, and saw the 
happy groups of mothers and children buying their holi- 
day toys, or passed houses at night, and glanced in, through 
half-open windows, at pleasant family scenes, there was an 
intense yearning in her heart for a home— for a life that 
had in it some of the softness and the beauty that was ao 
utterly lacking in her bleak surroundings. 

The only refage and comfort she had was in constant 
occupation. She toiled early and late at her paintings, 
and after some weary endeaiSors, was enabled to obtain a 
little money by the sale of so^ie pictures. Only a sum so 
small, however, as to offer poot hope of earning anything 
reliable. ' 

Laura was troubled, too,, at what she heard of Flora 
Livingston. She had not seen her since the snowy day 
when she met her on the street ; but Guy Bradford, who 
was at Mrs, Duncan's ball, told her that it was reported 
that Flora was engaged to Mr. Le Roy. 

Laura was very reluctant to believe this, which seemed 
to her most evil tidings, and was more anxious to see her 
friend than ever. How to contrive a meeting she could 
not tell J but, in a possible chance of seeing Flora, she took 
to haunting Fifth-avenue of afternoons. 

She was walking slowly up the gay thoroughfare one 
bright day, when a voice at her elbow pronounced her 
name, and turning, she beheld Mr. Fitlas; gorgeous in an 
overcoat of most showy construction, ornamented with 
collar and cuffs of sable fur, which, together with a bright 
plaid neck-tie and yellow gloves, made up an appearance 
so astounding, that Laura had a cold shiver when she per- 
ceived that it was evidentlv hia fell intention to jyin hcr^ 

He. sdtv Google 



LORD AND MASTER. 145 

"Fine day, Miss Stanley," he said. " Out for a prome- 
nade ? " 

" Tes," replied Laura, coldly; " I ara taking a walk." 

" Uncommon jolly this afternoon ; lota of swells but," 
he commenced, as he walked on at her side, puffing out his 
chest, and making every effort to look tall and command- 
iag. Laura was silent, and he asked, presently, "Much 
of a walker, Miss Stanley ? " 

"Yes; I take a good deal of exercise" 

" Not so much as I do, by a long shot, I'll bet. When 
I'm off ott business I walk to that degree it would amaze 
you I Tve often said, I ought to have two pair of men's 
limbs to do what I do," 

An irrepressible smile curled Laura's lips. " It must 
be fatiguing to be so industrious," she said, 

" It would be to some fellows; but it aiu't to me, I'm 
tough; hard as a nut," he added, proudly. 

At this moment Laura saw Flora Livingston ; she was 
walking slowly down a cross-street, and was alone. Here 
was an opportunity not to be lost; and the young lady 
hastened to avail herself of it. "You must esc use m^" 
eiie said, hurriedly, to Mr. Fitlas, "I see a friend whom I 
would like to speak with. Good-morning ;" acd she 
turned away, leaving Mr. Fitlas to pursue his conquering 
way alone, 

A few rapid steps brought Laura to her ft-iend's side, 
" Flora 1 " she cried, eagerly, " Flora, dear I " 

At the sound of her name, Flora started, and looked 
around ; then, seeing who it was, a smile of pleasure broke 
over her face. "Laura!" she exclaimed; "oh, I'm so 
glad to see you 1 " 

"And why haven't you been to me? "asked Laura; 
" I've wanted to see you so much ! " 

" I couldn't come before ; I've been so busy, and so 

so guarded," she added, "To-day I am only out bo- 
cause well, because I suppose they think I'm safe, 

nowl" A strange bitter smile crossed her lips, a «nile , 
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singularly out of keeping with the amiable expreRsiori nat- 
ural to her sweet face. 

" Can't you come home with me now ? " urged Laura ; 
" we can talk so much better there, and it isn't far." 

"Yes, I can go with you, a little while," answered 
Flora; " I'm suppoaed to be at the dreaa-maker'a; bnt I can 
go there, just as well, later." 

The two friends were aoon at Mr. R[oulder's, where 
Minnie, who opened the door, waa quite overwhelmed with 
admiration of the beautiful lady. Laura lead the way into 
the stufiy parlor, and as she drew up the window-shade to 
let in a little light that might make it leas gloomy said, 
"This is a forlorn place, compared to yours, Flora; my 
fingers often ache to try, at least, to improve the arrange- 
ment of the furniture a little ! " 

The young .lady glanced around the small room with 
sad eyes, " You are happier here than I am in onr grand 
parlo.r," she said ; " for here you are free ! " 

Now that the two were face to face, Laura noticed a 
subtle change which had passed over her friend. She was 
paler than when she had last seen her ; the fair complexion 
was almost transparent in its extreme delicacy ; there was 
a faint droop in the corners of the mouth, and tlie lovely 
blue eyes had a look of weariness in them. 

"And are you not free? " asked Laura. 

"No," replied Flora, abruptly ; " have you not heard ? 
I am engaged to marry Mr. Le Roy ! " The last words 
were uttered with an in-epressible quiver of the lips. 

" I had heard something of it," answered Laura gravely, 
"but I waited to hear the truth -from yourself. Yon have 
my best wishes, dear." 

" Thank you I " murmured Flora, without looking np. 

" Will the wedding take place soon ? " 

" In the spring." 

There was a moment of silence. Flora, sitting with her 
eyes always fixed upon the floor ; then Laura said, gently, 
" And are you happy ? " 
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"Happy I" exolaimed Flora, looking up; "happy!" 
And Laura saw that the blue eyes were full of tears. 

" My darling I " she mnrmured, holding out her arms; 
and in a moment, Flora was sobbing on her friend's shoul- 
der. 

For some time no connected conversation was possible; 
then Flora told her story, in somewhat broken fashion; but 
80 that Laora gathered a good deal of it. Mr, Le Eoy had 
offered himself to her at Mra. Duncan's ball, and thongh she 
had not actually accepted him, she yet felt herself, in a 
measure, bound to him, by what had passed between them. 
She scarcely gave a hint of what that had been ; it seemed 
quite impossible to allude to it, though it lay in her mem- 
ory always as a mark of servitude, almost as an indelible 
stain. 

It is very difficult to describe the state of mind of such 
a girl as Flora Livingston. Brought up in absolute igno- 
rance of the vices and passions of the world, carefully 
guarded in all her association with the opposite sex, noth- 
ing but a love, intense and absorbing, could ever have fully 
reconciled her to a familiarity. To her, a kiss was the sym- 
bol of surrender, so compromising that marriage must 
follow as an inevitable consequence. The gay men who 
go through, life catching the perfume of every flower, and 
culling recklessly the roses of pleasure, cannot understand 
the feeling of a virgin heart like this; a pure white lily, 
whose petals could not be touched, without marring their 
beauty, and who would yield to the first strong hand that 
was put forth to pluck it from the parent stem. 

And yet Flora had not given up, without some struggle. 
On the night after the hall, Mr. Le Roy had calJed at her 
fatlier's, and been formally accepted by him as hie daugh- 
ter's suitor; but for days Flora had refused to see him. 

"At first I felt as if I could not meet him again," she 
said to Laura, " It frightened me only to think of it. But 
he was very kind ; sent me some beautiful presents and 
flowers, and then mamma came and talked to me: told me 1 
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how much he loved me, and how much it would please her 
to have me marry him. Poor mamma 1 I never before Itnew 
how many anxieties she had — and so at last I saw him 
again, and now we are engaged." 

" But, Flora, you ought not tp have yielded, if you do 
not love him," 

" Perhaps not, Laura ; hut I am not like you, I could 
not resist so many entreaties. I like Mr. Le Roy well 
Bnough, only I am afraid of him aoraetimes. However, 
mamma says I shall get used to him and learn to love him. 
But the worst thing about it is, I don't feel free any more," 
she said, with a passionate outburst. "The thought that 
I am bound worries me perpetually, and I have lately 
found it in my heart to envy some forlorn old maids of our 
acquaintance, because they, at least, are free." 

" Then why don't you break it off, Flora ? " 

" Sometimes I wish I could 1 Bnt it has gone too far 
now ! There is to be an announcement -party at his sister 
Mrs. Courtenay's, next week. Ko 1 I must go on to the 
end now ; but I wish — oh, how I wish, that I was back at 
college, in the old happy days, with you ! " 

Some further talk took place between the two, but with- 
out result; and Laura saw Flora go away with many rois- 
givings as to her future. 



CHAPTER XX. 



A FEW days later came the great annual fite of Kew 
York— the wonderful saturnalia of the western metropolis 
— New Tear'a Day. ' Laura was invited to pass it with 
Mrs. D'Arcy, and was with her .hostess in good se^on. 
Ah all-important on such an occasion, it may be mentioned 
that the doctor's- di-ess was a rich purple silk, trimmed 
with Uandsome lace, while Lanra wore a white muslin, 
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which had been made for commenoement-day at Easex. 
This filmy stuff was looped over black silk, in the then 
prevailing fashion; and with scarlet ribbons in her hair, 
and at her throat, she looked, as the doctor told her, like 
soioe bright wholesome winter berry. 

The early morning had brought to Laura two bouquets. 
A large and handsome one, with " Mr. Bradford's compli- 
ments," and a mere knot of choice flowers, "From your 
friend, F. a" Laura left these last in a vase at home ; 
they were a valuable present, as a study for some small 
water-color pictures. The bouquet she carried in her 
hand. 

The doctor's drawing-room began to fill early, and 
Laura enjoyed keenly meeting the many well-known men 
who called to pay their respects to the distinguished lady. 
Of eourso, among the throng of visitors, there came some 
of her old friends also. ' Frank Heywood looked in for a 
few moments, and Guy Bradford dropped in late in the 
afternoon, when, as he honestly averred, he thought there 
would be a possible cessation of callers. At the first 
opportunity Laura thanked him for his flowers, 

" They are such a pleasare to me," she said. 

" It is delight enough to me to see them in your hands," 
replied Guy, with a look that deepened the color in Laara's 
already glowing cheeks. 

"And where have you been to-day, Guy?" asked Mrs. 
D'Arcy, who was just released from other visitors. 

"I have not made many calls," replied Bradford, "but 
I last came from the Livingston's." Then taming to 
Laura: " I saw Misa Flora, who inquired after you, Miss 
Stanley." 

" Did she ? " asked Laura, eagerly. " How did she 
look ? " 

" Shall I tell you just how she impressed me ? " 

"Tes." 

" Well, then, she was dressed In white, with a great 
many blue ribbons, and round her rieck there was a a^len- 
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^id gold chain. Mr. Le Roy was there, and I don't know 
■why, but I constantly thought of some pretty white dove 
prepared for a sacrifice.!' 

" I hope that won't tura out to be a warning fancy," 
said Laura, with a sigh. " Who else was there ? " 

" Mrs. Livingston, in a gray dress, like an anxious pi-e- 
Biding fairy; Miss Maiid, very handsome, with a little 
crowd of adorers trying to win her smiles; and an indefi- 
nite quantity of young Livingston girls, all in white mus- 
lin, all pretty, and, seemingly, all inclined to flirt !" 

Laura laughed at this description, and some other 
guests coming in at the moment, the conversation turned 
to the commonplace platitudes which are the staple of New 
Years' calls. 

Guy presently went away, and as the evening advanced, 
quite a throng of callers filled the doctor's parlors; these 
all dropped away, after a time, and at last Laura took her 
departure at a late honr, Mrs. D'Arcy sending her home 
in her carriage. 

When she reached the house the door was opened for 
her by Mr. Moulder, who was in an unusually amiable 
frame of mind, and looked quite beaming; attired in his 
very best clothes, and with his red face redder than usual 
from the frequent potations of his New Year's calls. 

"Ah, Miss Stanley," he said, in a very impressive man- 
ner, " I am glad you have come; there is a visitor waiting 
for you." 

"Indeed! who?" 

"Judge Swinton." 

Laura walked into the parlor, where she expected to 
find Mrs. Moulder, who had said she should see a few of 
her old friends ; to her dismay there was no one there but 
the judge. He came forward to meet her with effusion, 
his sensual face flushed, his bold eyes bright with excite- 
ment ; ho had evidently been doing his part in drinking to 
the day; his voice was thick, and the atmosphere about 
him impregnated with the odor of wine. 
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« My dear Miss Stanley, Happy New Year, and many 
returns ! " 

" Thank you," replied Laura, coldly, withdrawing her 
hand from his quickly, and seating herself at a distance 
from him. 

Mr. Moulder took a chair, an expression of satisfaction 
irradiating his rubicund countenance. " I suppose you've 
been very busy to-day, Judge." 

" Rather so. I received at home for three hours this 
morning, and since then have made about twenty calls." 

"Ah, official?'-' 

" Some of them," answered the judge, shortly. He 
scarcely took his gaze from Laura as he spoke. She was 
looking unusually handsome; the glow of the fresh air still 
on her cheeks; her gray eyes sparkling with animation; 
her dress setting off her full round form. The visitor was 
evidently impatient of any words except from her. 

" You have not been at the ward meetings for some 
time, Judge," Moulder went on slowly, evidently fully per- 
suaded that he was the principal attraction to his guest. 

"No, but I'm coming soon." Then rousing himself, 
" And by the way, Moulder, that last mass-meeting palled 
on us pretty strong. We are thinking of another assess- 
ment." 

" All right. Judge, all right. I shall be ready," replied 
Mr. Moulder, importantly. 

" Yes, I know we can always rely on you," said the 
judge, with a bland smile; " I'll be at headquarters next 
Thursday evening and, Mr. Moulder, I have a word for 
Miss Stanley alone ; a message from her father." 

"All right, Judge, all right; I'm proud to have seen 
you. Good-night." 

Mr, Moulder got himself out of the room, after a hearty 
grip of his honor's hand, and Laura was alone with this 
man; whom she had so long dreaded. It seemed as if now 
that he was thus unrestrained with her, he could hardly 
control himself ; he approached her with an expression ii 
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hia eyes that made Ms mere ioob an inealt, and bent 
towards her, till she could perceive the thick odor of wine 
and tobacco that hung.about him. 

If it had been possible for him to be aware of the utter 
loathing with which he inspired this young lady, he would 
perhaps have gone out from her presence hastily; but such 
a nature as his can no more comprehend such a nature as 
hei-a, than the black beetle that crawls on the ground can 
understand the emotion of the bright bird that floats in 
the sunshine. 

A man of this stamp imagines that every woman is at 
heart like himself, sensual, merociiaiy, false;, that the appa- 
]-ent difference is one of manner only, and that he can easily 
find a responsive chord, which must vibrate to the touch 
of a being so charming as he believes himself to be. Fnll 
of some such thought, this ornament of the New York 
Bench bent down, and strove to take Laura's hand. She 
sprang to her feet on the instant, 

" You said you had a message from my father 1 " she 
said, as she drew back a step. 

"That was only a blind," explained the judge, with a 
knowing wink; " I haven't heard from your father at all ; 
I only wanted to get Moulder out of the way; you'll forgive 
me, won't you ? all's fair in love and war, you know." 

He attempted to draw near her as he spoke, but Laura 
retreated as he advanced, till she reached the limits of the 
small room, and stood with her back to the mantle-piece. 

" If you have no message for me, I'll bid you good- 
night," she said coldly; and she attempted to go towards 
the door. 

The judge interposed himself, hastily. "No, don't run 
away," he urged; "I have something to say to you, Lanra, 
you little beauty ! you must know how I love you ! " And 
he put out his hand to seize her. 

" Stand back ! " exclaimed Laura, imperiously ; "" you 
are forgetting youi'self, Judge Swinton ! " 

"No, I ain't 1 you little wretch! I mean every word I 
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say I " drawing still nearer; "say you'll be mine; I'll 
marry you I " he whispered, ■with an irrepressible tremor 
in his voice. " That's square, now ; come, you beauty, give 

He was quite close to her ; an unctuous smUe on his lips, 
a leer of triumph ia his eyes ; his arms outstretched, almost 
clasping her. Aa in-epreesible angry disgust seized Laura; 
she felt that the contamination of bis touch was not to be 
endured, and as he would have caught her, she drew back, 
her gray eyes flashing fire, her fine face set in resolute 
defiance, and pushing away his hand, passed him sud- 

At college, Laura had been a practiced gymnast, and 
there was a strength one would not suspect in that shapely 
hand and slender wrist. The judge drew back a pace in 
utter astonishment, and before he could get over his sur- 
prise, she had escaped from the room. 

He recovered in a moment, and hurried in purauit; bnt 
there was no one in the entry, and when he reached the 
foot of the stairs, there was only the sound of light footsteps 
ascending, and the faint rustle of silk, which ceased a mo- 
ment after, as a door closed sharply. 

The man went back to the parlor, but the flush had faded 
from his face, and his eyes had grown hard and cruel. He 
took up his hat, put on his overcoat, and went out, walking 
quickly, like one who has a fixed purpose; he soon reached 
an avenue, where he entered a car, and so made his way to 
the dingy street in which the Bludgetts lived. It was 
quite late now, a»d, after a moment's hesitation, the judge 
went up the steps of the small brown house. Before he 
could knock, however, a man opened the door to go out ; 
and, taking advantage of this, the judge went in and up 
Stairs to the little parlor. The door of this was ajar, and 
he saw Mrs. Bludgett sitting near the fire, reading by the 
light of a shaded lamp. At his tap, she started like a 
guilty creature, and hastily concealed the book she had 
under her shawl ; then she opened the door timidly. 
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" Good-evening, Mra. Bladgett," the judge said, gra- 
ciously. " Is Bludgctt ill ? " 

" No, he ain't home yet," replied the woman. 

" Is he at the sample-room, think you ? " 

"Yes sir, I guess ho is." 

" But it's after twelve," objected the judge. 

" I know it is ; but these nights he do stay out awful 
late. Will you come in, and I'll go around and fetch him ? " 

i'No, thank you, no ; I'll go there myself," and Judge 
Swinton went once more out into the night. 

It was quite late now ; the air was cold with the intense 
chill of midnight ; the stars shone overhead with a remote 
frigid glitter ; the wheels of the few passing vehicles rang 
■with a metallic chime against the pavement. But though 
the narrow streets seemed somewhat deserted, when he 
turned into a wider thoroughfare, there was enough of noise 
and tumult. Groups of men, unsteady on their feet, were 
staggering along, tilling the night with discordant songs, 
.shonted words, and coarse laughter; and a few women, 
evil-eyed and hollow-cheeked, were among them. The dis- 
order seemed to culminate , at a coi-ner, where was a bril- 
liantly-lighted shop ; a place with many bottles and casks, 
piled high in the window, and with the words " Sample- 
room," gold-lettered, on a blue ground, over the door. 

Within there was a score of men, leaning over the har, 
sitting at tables, or sprawling over seats, all more or less 
intoxicated, all disreputable-looking, heavy-browed, noisy. 
The judge passed in, and made hia way to Bludgett, who 
was engaged in a loud conversation with.two men ; bullet- 
headed, ugly-looting fellows, with flat noses, small eyes,' 
and aqnare shoulders, 

"Ah ! here's the boss, now ! " exclaimed Bludgett ; a 
smile of pride expanding his swarthy features, and relaxing 
his thick black eyebrows. 

The men looked round, and bowed respectfully. 

" How are you, boys ? " said the judge, shaking hands 
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with each, in great apparent cordiality; "■what'Il you 
take ? " 

" Whiskey straight, for me," replied the taller of the 
two. 

" And you, Bangs ? " 
„ "I'll have a tom-and-jeny." 

"AU right; and you may give me a hot-scotch, Blud- 

As that worthy turned away to fili the order, the judge 
asked, "How'abi*;. boys?" 

"Pretty well," replied Bangs. "We was at the Sev- 
enth Ward 'sociation, Monday night," 

" Ah ! and what happened there ? " 

" They appointed Fuller to go to Albany, and see about 
the Avenue K railroad." 

" I know," nodded the judge ; " that was all right." 

" 'Twouldn't 'a' bin, if it hadn't 'a' biu for us," growled 
the latter man. 

" How's that, Snuggera ? " 

" Some on 'em wanted to put in Turner ; he's a nice 
party, he is; regular bolter; wants to go in for reform 1 " 
with an expression of profound contempt, 

"I know," said the judge, impatiently. "Well?" 

" We jest went, and got a lot of our fellows from the 
Sixth, and brought 'em in. , Some of the 'sociation wanted 
to make a row ; said they wasn't residents of the ward ; but 
we swore 'em in, and, well," — with a low chuckle — " I 
guess they thought it wouldn't be healthy to fight us," 

" Well done ! well done ! " cried the judge, laughing, 
till all his white teeth gleamed, " You know how to man- 
age a meeting; you're well worth your salary. Let me 
see, what places do yon hold now ? " 

" I'm an assistant-clerk to the comptroller," said Snug- 
gers, whose large knotted hands looked quite incapable of 
holding a pen. 

"And you, Bangs ?." 

"I'm in the Department of Charities and Corrections," 
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" What salaiy ? " 

" A beggarly eighteen-hundred a year apiece," anaivered 
Bangs. 

" Is that all ? It ought to "be more ; I must attend to 
that." Then, as they took up their glasses, which now 
stood ready to their hands, he added: " Here's to your bet- 
ter luck, boys ! " 

" Thank you, your honor," exclaimed both the men in 
a breath, and they drank to the toast, heartily. 

"How's the list, Bludgett ?" inquired the judge, turn- 
ing to that valuable man, who had now returned to hia 

"Foots up pretty well, your honor; think the majori- 
ty next lime will be heavier than ever," and he presented 
a book, in which long lists of names and residenees ap- 
peared. 

"Looks very well, Bludgett," commented the judge, 
after glancing at it for a moment. Then putting down 
his now empty glass, and leaning on the counter, he said : 
" I'd like to see you about a little business. Can you spare 
time ? " 

"Certainly, Judge, certainly," replied Bludgett, with 
alacrity. " Here, Bangs, you take my place a moment." 

Bangs, seeming to think this a great honor, readily ac- 
cepted the trust, and Bludgett led Judge Swinton into a 
small room in the rear of the shop. Here there stood a 
table, much stained with suggestive rings, and several 
chairs in great disorder. 

"Some of the hoys been in here," said Bludgett; " and 
'things ain't been put to rights," 

The judge accepted the apology graciously, and draw- 
ing a chair, the two men were soon engaged in earnest con- 
versation. It did not last long, and aa the judge rose to go 
he said : 

" I may depend upon you, then, Bludgett ? for mind 
you, I'm resolved upon this! " his eyes flashing vindictive- 

ly- 
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" It's a. dangerous game," Bludgett replied ; " but I'll 
stand by you, Judge ; you make your plan, and I'll find the 
men to cany it out." 



CHAPTER SXI. 



A TIBIT FROM BEIDGKT. 

A DAT or two later, Mrs. Moulder and Laura stood to- 
gether in the sitting-room, dressed for a walk. Laura had 
persuaded her friend, whose haliits were veiy recluse, to go 
out with her, to see some pictures. The expedition had 
been planned for 8o.me time, but her household cares, or 
illness, had kept the poor lady at home. On this day, how- 
ever, the weather was warm and bright; the children were 
arranged for, and all things were propitious. Mrs, Moul- 
der looked very lovely, plain as her dress was. It consisted 
of a well-worn black silk, a cloth saque, evidently not of 
this year's de'sign, and a simple bonnet, with brown rib- 
bons. 'As she tied this on, Laura said : 

" Tiiat's a pretty hat, Agnes, and veiry becoming." 

" Do you think so ? It's quite plain. I made it myself. 
There ! does my hair look nicely ? " 

" Very," replied Laura ; " but there ought to be a bow 
here, at the back of the hat; don't you think so ? " 

"Yes, I know that very well j but I had .not ribbon 
enough. It seems to me, sometimes, as if I never had 
enough of anything," she added, with a sigh. "I am al- 
ways piecing, and patching, and contriving, and it takes 
twice as long to make anything in that way." 

" Certainly it does," assented Laura; " and I often won- 
der how you accomplish; what you do, and you have no 
sewing-machirie either ? " 

« No." 

"Mr. Moulder ought to buy you one." __ 
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"Perhaps some day he ivill ; but ho does not feel as if 
he could afford it now." 

Laura thought of the assessmenta which Mr. Moulder 
had 80 readily promised to pay the other evening, and the 
constant expenses of his clab, aod political meetings, 
which ■were, no doubt, readily met ; but before she could 
speak again there was a knock at the door, and aa it was 
opened the portly form of Bridget Malone appeared. 

Generally, Laara quite 'enjoyed a few moments' chat 
with the good washerwoman, when she brought home the 
clothes ; but to-day a quick scarlet flushed her face as she 

"Ah, Biddy," she said; "you're early this week." 

"Well, Miss, I am, thin; and its hurried I've bin to 
git the things home." 

" Are they up stairs ? " 

"Yis, Miss; I put thim on the bed." 

"Very well;" then coming a little nearer, Laura said, 
with a painful blush, "I can't pay you to-day, Biddy; 
you'll have to wait till next week." It was the first time 
in her life that she had ever been unable to pay a debt, 
and she keenly felt the humiliation. 

" Shure and that's not what I come about at all ! " ex- 
claimed Biddy, very loudly and indignantly. " It's not 
Bridget Malone that wad be corain' afther yes for money, 
but I'd like to spake till ye's both, if ye's have the toime." 

" Certainly we have," responded Mrs. Moulder, readily. 
" Sit down Biddy. What is it ? " 

" Well, thin, it's about a young gnrl as lives in ray 
house ; two young garls as I raay say. One on 'em says 
she's seen you. Miss Stanley ; her name's Rhoda Dayton," 

" Ob yes, I remember her, very well," replied Laura. 
"I liked her when I met her; she seemed quite superior to 
her life," she explained to Mrs. Moulder, 

"She is thin, intirely," replied Bridget; "she's a good 
gui'l, is Rhody, and if ye's could see how kind she is to her 
friend, the poor sigk lamb ! " 
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In her ■own language, Bridget then sketched the history 
of the two girls, their struggles, their sorrows, their pride. 

" Whm Maggie was very had, three wakes ago," she 
concluded, " Rhody said she'd have to try to get help. 
But afther Maggie was betther, and thin they wouldn't 
have ony help from onybody, the proud things ! but now, 
Rhody's been turned out of the place she worked at nights," 
■ — good Bridget did not like to shock the ladies by speak- 
ing of the concert-saloon— " and last night Maggie was 
waur again, lyin' on the bed with the big blue eyes of 
her etairin', and red spots in her poor thin cheeks, the 
crayther ! and talkin', talkin' all the time about her home : 
callm' 'Mother! Mother !* till ye'd crip all to hear her." 

"Poor thing ! Poor thing ! But how can I help her, 
Biddy ? " . ' 

" I was thinkin', perhaps, ye'd tell the docther about 
her, the saints presarve her noble heart ! She might come 
and see the poor lamb." 

" I'll do that, surely," replied Lanra, promptly ; " I'll 
go to Mrs. D'Arcy this very afternoon."- 

" Thank ye, Miss; I knew ye'd help thim if ye could ; 
the Vargin bless yer swate face 1 " 

Lanra smiled. " It's little enough I can do," she said; 
"I only wish it were more; " then, as Bridget rose to go, 
she asked, " And how's Pat now ? " 

"Shure he's very bad, agin," replied Bridget, with«a 
gioomy face. "He was off New Year's, at Bludgett's, 
(bad cess to him for a murtherin' scamp ! sellin' pisen to the 
min, till they're crazy like 1) and niv^r came home at all 
.the night j he was sick the marnin' and I was not sorry," 
she added, as hard-heai-tedly as was possible for her. " It 
might be a warnin' to him, but I don't know what I'll do 
wid him," 

" I am sorry you have so much trouble," said Laura; 
and then, with a gleam of mischief in her eyes, she asked: 
" Don't you wish we women could vote, Biddy, so as to 
shut up all these abominable dram-shops?" 
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" Indade I do, Miss I " said Biddy, ir 
" I'm thinkin' there'd not be many of 'eni in our ward if the 
poor wives and mothers had a hand in givin' lioensea, 
Sorrer a one would any man get from me ! " she added, res- 
olutely. 

" That's right, Biddy." 

" But, I'll not be kapin' ye's ony longer, wid yon're 
things on. Good day to ye's both," and the worthy 
woman went away. 

As she disappeared, Mi-s. Moulder said, "I never feel 
BO bitterly the want of money as when I hear of a case 
like this. I should so like to be able to help the brave 
girl ! " 

Laura thonght again of the various expenses in which 
Mr. Moulder indulged himself and said, as the two went out, 
" But Agnes, your husband must be quite well off." 

" He is, r presume, though I don't really know anything 
about it," 

" That does not seem quite right. I should think you 
ought to anderstand his affairs fully ; in case of sickness or 
death it might be very important that you should know 
them, and under all circumstances, it must be better," 

" Perhaps so, but he has never told me anything, and 
only gives me money when I ask for it, almost as if it were 
a charity on hia part" — ^with a faint sigh. 
• " You have no allowance, then ? " 

" No, though I do wish I had t no words can tell you 
how 1 dread and dislike asking for money ! " 

"Do you mean foi'the ordinary expenses of housekeep- 
ing?" 

"Tes, for everything. Mr. Moulder always seeras to 
think I spend so much ! and yet I try hard to be economi- 
cal." 

" And you are, Agnes ; you are too economical by half! 
I have seen your self-denial, your sacrifices, your anxieties, 
you dear patient woman ! " Laura exclaimed, warmly, 
" It's an outrage, that you ever have to ask for money I " 
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Mrs. Moulder smiled faintly. "There, there, Laura, 
don't get too much excited over this, and don't let uB spoil 
our pleasant afternoon by thinking of disagreeable sub- 
jects, I want to forget' care for a little while." 

Laura was silenced, and after a moment made an effort 
to lay aside all that was annoying in her own position and 
her friend's, and devote herself to the entertainment of her 
companion. The two ladies made the tonr of the free 
picture-galleries, that are ever open to the iover of art in 
New York, and Laura, leaving Mrs. Moulder to go home 
alone, made her way to Mrs. D'Arcy'a. 

By good fortune she found the doctor at home, and 
soon interested her in the story of the two girls. 

" I will go there at once," said the good lady. " The 
carriage ia at the door; shall I take you home on the 
way ? " 

Laura thanked her, and the two were presently driving 
through the now darkening streets. On their way, Laura 
spoke of Flora Livingston's engagement. 

" To my mind it is a very sad affair," oommented the 
doctor, " That man will never make any woman happy. 
I know something of him, I was once in the same hotel with 
him at Newport for two weeks, and saw him constantly. 
He is cold, selfish, and tyrannical in his nature, and regards 
women as created only for the amnsoment of men. A del- 
icate flower, like your friend Flora, will pine beside him, 
as a violet would pine in the shadow of an iceberg." 

" I dread the marriage very much," said Laura ; " I only 
wish I oould persuade her, even now, to break it off ! " 

Mrs. D'Arcy shook her head. "There is not much 
hope of that, I fear. A girl brought up as she has been, is 
rendered almost incapable of independence. A fashiona- 
ble training so hampers a woman's body and mind, that 
one can no more expect freedom of action, in any of its 
victims, than one can expect the Chinese ladies with their 
distorted feet to walk like the bright warrior Hippolyte." 

Ab Mrs. D'Arcy closed her somewhat forcible oompaii- 

H,-5-sdt> Google 



162 LOUD AND MASTEH. 

Bon, the carriage stopped at Mr. Moulder's door, and 
Laura bade her good-night. After parting -with her yonng 
fiiend the doctor ordered her coachman to drive to a 
neighboring green-honse. Going in there for a few mo- 
ments, she presently came out with a small bunch of vio- 
lets and roses in hei hand, not tied up in a stiff bouquet, but 
loose on their stalks. She was carrying them when, a 
short time later, she ascended the rickety stairs of the ten- 
ement house, and knocked at the door of the room where 
Rhoda and her friend lived. 

It was opened by Bridget, who uttered a cry of delight. 
" Shure here's the docther herself, the Vargin be praised ! 
Come in, my leddy, come in 1 " 

The doctor entered the humble room, the pei-fame of 
the flowers floating out and seeming to pnrify the close 

Maggie lay in the bed, her golden hair floating in dis- 
order over the pillow, her eyes closed, her cheeks lighted 
with a fever flush ; Rhoda knelt beside her, watching over 
her friend, with hollow anxious eyes, As Mrs. D'Arisy 
approached, she rose and greete<i her with a half defiaat 
look on her face. The doctor held out her hand. 

" How do you do, my dear ? " she said. " Bridget sent 
me word bow ill your friend is, and I have come to see 
her." 

The words and tone seemed absolutely to overcome 
Rhoda ; she took the offered hand, her face softened, her 
proud eyes filled with tears, and as if unable to speak, she 
turned away silently. 

It seemed as if the fragrance of the flowers spoke to 
Maggie, in some mute tender language. As it i-eached 
her she opened her eyes and put out her thin white hand. 

" Violets ! " she said, faintly; " has spring come already, 
mother ? " 

The doctor placed the blossoms in the fragile fingers, 
and it was as if they were an irresistible introduction for 
the stranger who gave them ; the sick girl sufiered quietly 
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the gentle touch of the phyaician as she felt her palse, and 
even answerod quite rationally one or two questions ; hut 
presently, again her thoughts wandered away. 

" Ferdinand gave me these," she said, holding up the 
flowers ; "they are very sweet, and he was kind to-day; 
not so cold as he is sometimes, like an icy day, like one of 
his own northern winter days, when it is cold— so bitter 
cold ! " and she shivered ; " but why is it cold now, mother, 
if it is spring, and the violets are come ? " then suddenly 
she looked wildly about the room. " Where is Ferdinand ? 
it is so long, so long, since I saw him," she cried : " Ferdi- 
nand ! Ferdinand 1 " 

" Who is it that she asks for ? " inquired the doctor of 
, Ethoda ; " any one that can be brought to her ? " 

"No," replied Rhoda, "darkly. " The man never will 
oome here again. It is Mr. Ferdinand Le Roy." 



CHAPTER XXIL 



From the time of this first visit of Mrs. D'Arcy, the 
condition of the two girls was improved. Maggie grew 
better, under the action of certain judicious remedies ; but 
more tban all, perhaps, from the. influence of the kind 
lady's gentle presence, and words of hope. Mrs. D'Arcy 
spoke of it now as quite a settled thing, that Maggie 
should go to her home during the flrst mild days in Feb- 
ruary, 

" We always have some really warm days in the latter 
part of the month," the doctor said. "You shall be all 
ready to start ; and the first bright, soft morning, you 
shall be away. In twenty-four hours you will be at home, 
and the spring will already have begun." 

Such words as. these would bring a look of delight to 
Maggie's eyes; and in order to be well enough for the 
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journey she was ready to follow every direction the phy^ 
sidati gave. The definite hope was such a comfort I 
There w^aa uo longer any tincertainty in it ; she was to go, 
and Rhoda was to go with her. Mrs. D'Arcy had arranged 
all that ; she had promised to get passes over the road for 
both girls ; and the rest of the expenses, they ■were going 
to earn money to raeet. 

As Bridget had said, Rhoda had been turned out of her 
place at the concert-saloon. Going in there, a night or 
two after the visit of Judge Swinton, the keeper of the 
place had called her ahai-ply to him: 

" Yon may jest not take off your duds at all to-night. 
Miss Dayton," he said; "I don't want you any more." 

" Why not ? " asked Rhoda, in surprise. 

" You're entirely too uppish to suit me. I've put up 
with your tricks long enough, and you may jest get out of 
this," 

" Very well," replied Rhoda, very quietly, though her 
pale face was paler than ever. " You'll pay me what you 
owe me, I suppose ? " 

"Yes, I'll do that, and I'll give you a piece of advice 
into the bargain ; if you go to any other saloon, better be 
a little meeker. It don't beoome you to be puttin' on airs 
like a decent woman." 

Rhoda's face was glowing now, her dark eyes Waging. 
" It don't become you to insult me I " she retorted ; " your 
life is worse than mine, and you know it ; I don't give girls 
drugged drinks, and cheat drunken men out of their 
money I " 

The man winced at this home-thrust, and muttered an 
oath, as Rhoda took her money and turned away. 

She was glad to be free from the detested place ; and 
yet the loss of her wages would be something serious to 
her. She more than suspected Judge Swinton's agency in 
her dismissal, and her heart was very bitter, as she went 
back to her wretched home only to find Maggie worse, 
raving in an attack of fever that was more alarming than 

H,-5-sdt> Google 



LORD AND MASTEK. 165 

any she had yet had. For a day or two her lot seemed 
darker and more hopeless than ever ; then, like a good 
angel, Mrs. D'Arcy came. 

After her first visit, Bhoda's life took on a color that 
it had not known for years before. The doctor procured 
for her plenty of sewing that was really remunerative, and 
ehe could earn more, by forking at this all the evening, 
than she had earned at the concert-saloon. Then, too, the 
manner in which the good lady treated her, dm-ing her 
daily visits, was balm to Rhoda's poor sore heart. Mrs. 
D'Arcy was as kind to her as if she had been the cherished 
daughter of a friend; spoke with her so tenderly of the 
past, so encouragingly of the future, that to the forlorn . 
girl a new hope sprang up. 

One Saturday afternoon Maggie and Rhoda were sit- 
ting together as usual. Their room showed several little 
tokens of greater comfort. A bright fire was barning in a 
tiny stove, which heated the room and cooked their food 
much better than the old rusty grate had done. The win- 
dow was shielded by a neat white cui'tain, which was 
drawn back so that the sunshine could fall upon a pot of 
mignionette and 'one of roses, both in bloom ; their sweet 
blossoms and pure perfume seeming to give the once 
dreary apartment an air of refinement. Maggie was slowly 
executing some delicate embroidery,, which she worked 
upon, according to the doctor's orders, " only when she 
felt like it," and which was to bring her a nice sura when 
finished. Rhoda was employed upon some of those small 
dainty garments which must be made by iand, as no 
machine can give them the delicate finish they require. 
The silence was interrupted by a knock at the door, and 
at Rhoda's reply, Mrs. Bludgett came in. 

Her dress was of the poorest description, a dingy black 
alpaca, with a rent on one side of it, which was pinned 
together; a coarse shawl was wrapped around her, and on 
her head she wore a bonnet, rising very high over her 
foi-ehead in some absurd past fashion, making her pate 
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fece look paler in contrast with the yellow and red roees 
wliioh filled the spaoe above her scanty hair. She was 
shivering with. cold when she came in, and her poor lips 
were blue, her poor nose red. 

Rhoda made her welcome, and gave her a seat by the 
fire; she cowered near it for a few moments, and then 
loosening her shawl, as she felt thi heat, the girls uoticed 
that her left arm was in a sling. 

"What's the matter with yonr arm, Molly?" asked 
Rhoda, looking at it, sharply. 

"I sprained my wrist," replied Mrs. Bludgett, withont 
looking up. " I ain't been very well, and wouldn't have 
come out to-day, only I wanted to see you quite particular." 

" Anything private ? " asked Maggie. 

" Well, yes," replied Mrs. Eludgett ; " 'tain't anythin' 
abont Rhoda ; only about some folks she knows. I don't 
want to worry you with it." 

" AH right," said Rhoda; " when you're ready I'll walk 
a little way with you. I must go out to get something for 
supper, anyhow." 

" Let's go then," said Mrs. Eludgett, jumping up. 

" Why you havn't been here a minute," said Maggie ; 
" not long enough to rest yourself." 

"I want to get home as soon as I can," replied Mrs. 
Bludgett. " Bludgott might come in, and he don't like 
m.e to go out." 

Rhoda put on her hat and cloak, and the two presently 
went away together. As soon as they were in the entiy, 
Mrs. Bludgett said, in a mysterious whisper: 

" I'll tell you here, Rhody ; I don't darst to be seen 
talkin' with you outside." 

"What is it?" 

" Judge Swinton was at our house last night ; I tnBw 
he and Bludgett was up to some sort of mischief, and I 
listened at the door. He'd a' killed me if he'd found me 
out," she shivered; "but he didn't, and I heard part of 
what they said." 
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« Well—' 

" They're a-goin' to carry Miss Stanley off ! " 

" To carry her off 1 " 

"Yes, I don't jist know how; but I heard something 
abodt a carriage, and that Bangs and Snuggei-a waa a 
goin' to help. They're dreadful men," she said with a 
mysterious look ; " wouldn't stop at anything I There 
was Tom Allen, was murdered down by our house, last 
winter ; it w^ called a mysterious mnrder j no one ever 
know'd who done it ; but I know ; they done it ; Allen was 
the boss o£ a gang of voters on the other side, and they 
wanted him out of the way, before 'lection. They'd as 
soon murder a man, any day, as not, and they'll carry her 
off, where no one '11 ever find her ! " 

" No, they shan't," cried Rhoda. " I think I can stop 
that." 

" I thought you could do something, may be ; but you'll 
haye to be quick," said Mrs. Bludgett ; " for I think they're 
goin' to carry her off to-day," 

" To-day I " Rhoda exclaimed, in horror ; and it's after 
fouro'clock now ! " 

"Without waiting to hear Mrs. Bludgett's words of 
good-bye, she hurried into the room again. 

" I've got to go quite a ways, Maggie," she explained, 
hastily, " and may not be back for a good while ; yon won't 
mind waiting, dear ? " 

" No, oh no, don't hurry home for me ; I feel so well 
to-day, I sh»n't mind being alone." 

Rhoda kissed her friend, and went out again. Mrs. 
Bludgett was already gone, and hurrying swiftly down the 
stairs, Rhoda made her way as rapidly as possible to the 
avenue and entered a car. There were not many people 
in it, and it seemed to her, that never had a vehicle moved 
Ko slowly before, as it went on gliding down town in the 
now rapidly-increasing darkness. With many stoppages, 
"and one or two delays, the journey was over at last ; but 
when Rhoda got out at the Oity-hall Park, the lamps were 
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lighted, and night had already settled over the city, and 
there was a terrible apprehension tugging at her heart, aa 
she made her way through the throng of people that 
jostled each other in their huny to secure seats in the cars, 
that were starting for different localities up town. 

Reaching the sidewalk presently, she entered a side 
door in a large, white, marble building, and ascended a 
winding flight of stairs, to the editorial rooms of the New 
York Trumpeter. 

" Is Mr. Hey wood in ? " she asked, breathlessly, of the 
man in waiting, 

" I think he is ; who shall I say wants to see him ? " 

" I don't think he knows my name j but my business is 
very important ; please let me go to him ? " 

Something in her manner seemed to impress the man 
with her anxiety. " Come this way, then," he said ; and 
he led her through a narrow entry, to one of many small 

As he knocked at the door, a fresh sweet voice called, 
" Come in," and, a moment after, Rhoda entered. 

The room was very small, almost filled up by a large 
table, covered with papers. Above this burned a shaded 
lamp, the light of which fell on the fair handsome face of 
the young journalist. He looked up in surprise at Ehoda'a 
entrance, but rose, politely. 

"You don't remember me," said Rhoda, eagerly; "but 
I have seen yon several times before; it don't matter 
where, for my errand is one of more than life and death ! 
I come to you as a friend of Miss Laura Stanley. Judge 
Swinton has some hon-ible plan on foot to carry her off ! " 

"Where? When?" demanded Frank, growing sud- 
denly pale. 

"To-day — this evening, perhaps — ^I don't know how, 
hut you will see there is no time to be lost," 

Heywood had already seized his hat, "Come," he 
said; "we will go togethej;, and you shall tell me every- 
thing as we drive up town." 
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Oaly stopping for a word <rf «xpIaM3tion regarding his 
absence to his chief^ Frank hurried down stairs, followed 
Ijjf tho jonng girl. At the d-oor he gave her his arm, and 
the two crossed the street to a carriage-stand, where Hey- 
wood promptly engaged a ooa«h, 

" Where ehail I tell him to drive ? " he asked, a« he 
helped her into it. 

" To her house, I think, first," said Rhoda, 

Frank gave the man Mr. Moulder's address, and thea 
sprang in beside his companioH. 

During all this time Ehoda had scarcely taken her 
eyes from her escort ; she watched with a most singnlaf 
look the slender figure, the resolute delicate face, and the 
small strong haads that were so &rm ia their motions. 
There is a great deal of character in a band, and the move* 
ments of Frank's slender fingers, as he tossed his papers 
into some sort of order, as he held open the door for het 
to pass o«t, as he helped her into the coach, seemed to 
fascinate her strangely. He was entirely unconscious of 
feer ofes«vation ; wholly occupied by his own thoughla, and 
the necessity for prompt action, he never glanced at his 
«ompaiikia till they were seated side by side ; then he 
turned towM'ds her. 

At this moment the light from a lamp fell strongly on 
both faces. Ehoda's, pale, sad, with a strange wistfulness 
In her intense gaiie. Frank's, handsome, careworn, and 
with a deep mysterious light in the eyes. As their glances 
met, the young journalist started visibly, and a flush col- 
ored his sensitive complexion. Rhoda did not turn away, 
her regard lingered a moment, and there waa In its elo- 
i]uent earnestness a mule question. 
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CHAPTER XSIIL 



On that same Saturday, Laura Stanley made a new *tt' 
perimeiit in trying to earn money. The vacation was over, 
and she had rcBumed her work; but the pressure of want of 
resources was heavy upon her ; a little relief had come to 
her in a letter from her mother, full of kind expressions and 
warm affection ; and enclosing a ten dollar bill. With this 
she had been able to pay one week's board, and what was 
due to Bridget; but there was the other holiday week, 
with its outlays unmet. She never had, even when earn- 
ing her nine dollars a week, more than a dollar for contin- 
gent expenses; and the ccst of her drawing-materials alone 
made considerable inroad on this. Then there were the 
ever-re cm-ring needs for gloves and shoes, and the many 
items which are almost indispensable in the toilette of a 
lady. Laura had been well fitted out in the essentials of 
a wardrobe when she came to town for the winter ; but 
small wants arose, from time to time, which she could not 
meet out of her present salary; and she was often obliged 
to do without comforts that had heretofore seemed neces- 
sary to her. She no longer dared to indulge herself in 
riding in the cai-s ; but no matter what the distance might 
be which she had to traverse, or however bad the weather 
might chalice to be, she would walk ; protecting herself, 
if it stormed, as well as she could, with a water-proof and 
umbrella ; but being often very wet and cold and weary. A 
girl of less strong constitution would probably have been 
injured by these exposures ; but Laura never took cold, 
and a good night's rest would refresh her completely after 
almost any fatigue. 

Situated as she was, it is not, therefore, surprising, 
that Laura grasped at any means of earning a little ad- 
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dition to her slender income. One day her attention was 
attracted by one of those advertisements which meet the 
eye almost every day, in the newspapers. This one ran 

" Ageots wanted. Good agents can earn from $3,00 to $5.00 a day 
by Heiiing a. popular new boob. Apply at 501 Nassau Street. Eoom 
St" 

This looked very attractive. From three to five dol- 
lars a day I Why, that would bo riches to her ! Of course, 
she could give only a part of her time to this new occupa- 
tion ; that is, at first ; but if she could earn only one dol- 
lar a day, in addition to her present income, what a relief 
and happiness it would be to her 1 Then she could in one 
week, secure enough to pay the board bill she was still 
owing. It is true, Mrs. Moulder never asked her for the 
money, but then Laura knew that she needed it, and the 
thought weighed upon her all the time. Now, however, 
she would no doubt soon be able to pay off this debt ; and 
so the enthusiastic girl went on weaving quite a golden 
dream. 

The first afternoon that she had leisure, Laura went 
to the place named in the advertisement. She found 
a large building containing many offices, and was forced 
to mount three flights of staii-s, before she discovered 
room 24. Knocking at the door, which bore a sign, having 
on it the words "RITT & HIGGINS, fublishbes;" she 
was bidden to come in, and found heraelf presently in a 
good-sized apartment, with shelves around it, filled with 
books, and with a sort of counter at one end, behind which 
two men were seated, busily employed in writing. One of 
these came forward to meet her. 

He was a tali, low-hrowed person, with light hair, and 
shrewd light eyes. 

"Good-day, ma'am, good-day," he said, with great ap- 
pearance of cordiality, 

" I came in answer to an advertisement ; " explained 
Laura. , 
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« Tea, ma'am, yes, all right ; Eitt is my name ; I'm the 
man to talk to. I should say, you'd he a first-rate Land at 
the huainess," he added; looking at her glowing hand- 
some face, with a glance -which expressed a financial esti- 
mate, rather than admiration. 

"Will you pieaae to explain it to me?" asked Laura. 

" Certainly, certainly. It's a very popular new hook 
you are to sell;" and he picked up a large volume, showily 
bound. "It is called 'The Acoordeon,' and contains a 
description of the homes of our poets, together with es- 
traota from their works ; six hundred and seventy-one pages 
of printed matter, and ten fine copper-plate engravings;" 
he repeated, glihly ; turning over the leaves as he spoke. 
" We have it in two hindings, Turkey morocco, price five 
dollars, commission to agent, eighty cents; muslin, three 
dollars, commission, fifty cents. You might be able to sell, 
say, six hooks a day; profit, three to five dollars, as per 
advertisement." 

" I'm afraid I couldn't sell so many as that," said Laura, 
her heart sinking at the receding prospect of money- 
making. 

"Oh yes, you could," replied Mr. Ritt, positively; 
" you'll have plenty of customers ; good looking ones 
always do;" with a wink that was intended to inspire con- 
fidence. 

" I don't think I had better try," and Laura drew back, 
somewhat coldly. 

But Mr. Ritt would not let such a promising agent 
escape thus easily. He persuaded Laura to sit down, and 
then was so eloquent in his description of the merits of the 
work ; so profuse in stories illustrative of the money that 
had been made by other "ladies'.' who had undertaken the 
business, that Laura at last yielded, and consented to see 
what she could do. 

" The way we fix it," explained Mr. Ritt, " is, you take 
two books with you, one in each binding, as samples ; and 
then when you've ma^e a sale yon come back here and get ^ 
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other books to supply customers. We generally have a 
deposit from agents, as security ; but I'll trust you without 
any, if you'll just give me your name and references," he 
said, looking shrewdly at her. 

Laura gave these as desired ; mentioning Mrs. D'Aroy 
as her reference, and went, away with two books, each en- 
closed in a neat paper cover. The detail of the matter, 
now that she was close to it, seemed to her rather disagree- 
able; but perhaps she might make some money, since, 
others had done so well. 

When she was at home, Laura looked over her hew 
wares. The book was evidently a device to make money ; 
but the pictures were pretty ; and as the poetry, though 
partly made up of the productions of rhymesters heretofore 
unknown to fame, contained also selections from our really 
deserving poets, she concluded that she could honestly 
peeommend it as a pleasant parlor-table ornament. 

Two or three days intervened before she was able to 
begin her labors as agent, and then came Saturday, her 
most leisure day. This morning was bright and clear, and 
as Bessie Bradford was out of town, so that she woold 
have no lesson to her in the afternoon, Laura resolved to 
set out on her expedition. 

She wore her dark dress, and fur-trimmed sacque, carry- 
ing her books in a neat, twine satchel, and despite this 
evidence of her trade, Tier whole appearance was so lady- 
like, and pleasing, that her occupation was not likely to he 
at once suspected. Mr. Ritt had advised her to go to the 
wholesale establishments down town, and to lawyers' offices 
on Wall street ; and with no misgivings, Laura proceeded 
to follow his advice. The first place that she entered, was 
a large importing house on Broadway. As she stepped 
into the handsome store, a young man advanced to meet 
her, from behind a pile of boxes and hales, 

"What is it. Miss?" he asked, politely. 

" Can I see the owner of the store ? " stammered Laura. 
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Now that slie had fairly begun, the business did not seera 
so easy as she had thought it would be before she started. 

" Yoti mean Mr. Hall f " 

" Yes," she faltered. The other young men had turned 
from their work, and were looking at her, with a stare of 
somewhat bold admiration. 

" This way. Miss ; " and the young man who had first 
addressed her, led her through a narrow path among the 
■ boxes to the rear of the store. " A bad place for dresses ; " 
he said, as Laura's frock caught on a projecting nail; "but 
we don't have many ladies here. There is Mr. Hall j " and 
he showed her into' a handsome private ofBce. 

A gray-haired, hard-faced man was seated at a desk ; 
he glanced up with a look of annoyance at her entrance : 
" What's your business ? " he asked, gruffly. 

" I have here a book, sir," Laura began ; but no sooner 
had she uttered the words, than Mr. Hall interrupted her 
rudely ; 

"No, ma'am no; we want no books here;" and he 
called angrily after the young man who had not had time 
to go far away : " Here, Clark, show this young woman 
out ; how often have I told you not to let any book-agents 
in, eh f There, take her away ! " 

Laura was ready to sink with anger and mortification ; 
hot tears rose to her eyes, which she forced back only by 
an effort of pride ; and she hunied out of the store, catch- 
ing, before she escaped, a titter which ran among the 
young m.en, at the manner of her dismissal. 

After this Bh« walked a block down a cross-street before 
she could make up her mind to a second attempt ; she was 
ali'eadj' so sick of her new occupation ; then she recalled 
some of Mr. Ritt glowing descriptions of the money that 
had been made in this way and thonght, as many books 
certainly were sold by agents every year, she surely ought 
to be able to succeed, if others had ; and bo fortified herself 
to a resolution to go on with her experiment. Coming pres- 
ently to a large dingy-looking building, which aTOeared to 
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be a, wholesale iron establishment, she made bold to enter 
it. Thinking from her experience that it was well to ask 
for some one by name, Laura inquired if Mr. Bland was in ; 
having read that title on the sign at the door. 

"I am Mr. Bland," said a merry-faced old gentleman, 
who was standing near a pile of iron rods, " Want to see 
me?" 

" If you please." 

" Load on the rest of these rods, John," he said, to a 
stout porter who stood by ; " Mr. Strong will tell you 
where to take them. Now, Miss, will you walk this way ? " 

He led Laura into a small cosey-looking office, where a 
heap of coals was burning in an open grate. " Take a seat 
by the fire," he said, cheerfully; " and warm yourself, you 
must he cold," 

" No," replied Laura, " I am very comfortable ; I have 
come to ask you to buy a book." 

"A book I oh, that's it, is it ? and pray what kind of a 
book may it be ? " 

" It is called ' The Accordeon,' and is about our poets." 

" The Accordeon ! " repeated Mr, Bland ; " what a 
funny name ! Sounds like an instrument of music ; " and 
he laughed at his own wit. " Makes me think of summer 
evenings, whea the fellow over the way always plays on an 
accordeon ;" and he chuckled, merrily. 

Laura felt quite encouraged and produced her prettiest 
copy of the book; " Will you look at it ? " she said. 

"Well, yes; I'll look at it ;" and Mr. Bland took the 
volume in a fat pudgy hand; " Very pretty, very pretty, 
Indeed. How much does it cost to occupy this, now ? " 

" To buy it do you mean f " asked Laura, a little puz- 
zled — "Five dollars," 

" Five dollars, eh ! That's a good deal of money ; " then 
laying the volnme down, as if he had no further interest in 
the matter, he asked ; " and how many of these books 
have you sold to-day f " 

" I haven't sold any yet," admitted Laura 
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" Haven't, eL ? I tliought so ; let me see ; eleven o'clock 
now ; that ain't a very brisk business, is it ? " 

" No ; " Laara confessed. 

" What do you do it for, then ? " 

He had been so pleasant heretofore, that Laura cowld 
not quite resent this question ; " 3Tiat is roy affair, not 
yours, isn't it?" she retorted, smiling. 

^' Well, I suppose it is," Mr, Bland assented ; " but yon 
ought not to be going out as a book-agent." 

"I mast earn my own living." 

"No, yon mustn't; and I hope yon haven't got any 
such foolish idea. Women can't earn tlieir living, and 
don't, wo men take care of tbem." 

." Not very good care ; to judge from some of the poor 
creatures one sees." 

"Oh, well ; they are only the exceptions and prove the 
rule ; it's all nonsense for women to try to support them- 
selves ; even those who pretend to are all helped' by some 
man; all of them," he repeated dogmatioally ; "and yoii 
ought to b© getting man-ied. If yon bad a good husband 
to take care of yon, yon wouldn't be doing this sort of 
thing." 

Laura rose. " Well, Mr. Bland, are you going to bny 
my book ? " she asked, coldly. 

"No, Miss no,Iean't; dear me, what shoaldlbuyan 
Accordeon for? I ain't a sentimental young man to want 
an accordeon, either mudeal or poetical ; " chuckling again. 

La»ra took np the volume. " GSood -morning mt," she 
said. 

" Good-moming, Miss, good-momiog; and my beat 
wishes to yoa 1 Hope you'll get a good husband ; that's 
my best wish;" he called after her; as she hurried from 
the store. 

This was pei-haps a little better than ber last experi- 
ence ; at least, she had not been directly insulted ; .■»nd yet 
Laufa felt hurt and vexed. She had been treated so 
entirely as if she were an inferior being j played with, 
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patted on the head, as it were ; encouraged to hope that if 
she were very good, she might be rewarded — not by inde- 
pendence, not by earning an honest living— but by a hus- 
band I 

Now Laura did not object to the thought of a husband, 
abstractly considered ; and when the possibility of such a 
possession presented itself to her, a certain pair of earnest 
eyes seemed to look into hers ; but she protested with her 
whole heart, against having such a gift come to her, as a, 
mere means of support. " Why cannot men realize that 
women are rational beings, with the same wants, impulses 
and ambitiona that they have ! " she thought, " Why naust 
we forever be treated like dolls, as if beauty were our 
greatest possession, and the securing a husband, our noblest 
achievement ! " 

On the whole, however, her intei-yiew with Mr. Bland 
had somewhat encouraged Laara, and she ventured to try 
her fortune again. Three times in as many stores, she was 
repulsed sharply, though politely jbut at last, she came to 
a broker's office, in which her arrival seemed quite oppor- 
tune. 

" Here's some one to see yoo, Mr, Duncan," the young 
man outside said ; as Laura came into a handsome neatly 
furnished office, and asked her usual question. 

"All right," responded a cheery voice; "bring him 

The young man glanced at his fellow clerk with a 
smile of amusement, at the masculine pronoun ; and there 
was in his smile, a something that Laura resented, espec- 
ially as it was accompanied by a whisper, which broad- 
ened the smile into a laugh. 

She entered the inner room and found herself face to 
face with a bluff, red-cheeked man, about forty, who started 
in a little surprise as he saw her. " A young lady ! " he 
. said ; " Books to sell, eh ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

"As a rule I don't see bo^k-agents," he explained, 
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looking at her boldly ; " but I'll make an exception to-day. 
I've just made ten thousand dollars, and I feel disposed to 
be jolly." 

"That's a good deal of money," said Laura; seeing 
something was expected of her. 

" Yes, pretty well ; was in a corner on Erie and cleared 
my little pile. But young ladies don't understand. Come, 
my dear, let me see the books." 

Laura started at the familiar address, and drew herself 
up. Mr. Duncan observed this with a laugh, 

"Don't mind me," he said; "I'm an old married man 
and feel privileged to say sweet thin^ to pretty girls. 
Ah ! the Accordeon," he went on, taking np one of the 
Yolumes ; " that's neat now, really quite tasty ; " surveying 
the binding with his head on one side. "What's the 



" The price of this one is three dollars ; of the other, 
five," replied Laura ; who waa beginning to get an insight 
into the mysteries of New York slang. 

.."Well, my dear — there I go again; you really must 
excuse me— but I feel so Tincommonly jolly to-day 1 I'll 
take both. I'm going out of town to night to spend 
Sunday with my wife ; and I'll take these with me as a 
present to her and my aunt." 

Laura was quite pleased with the bargain and resolved 
to let him have the books and go back to Mr. Ritt's for 
other samples. 

"I hope the ladies will like Ihem," she said. 

" Of course they'll like them. They're poetry, and 
my wife dotes on poetry. There," aa he handed her the 
bills for the books ; " now you can go and buy yourself a 
new bonnet ! " 

" Thank you," replied Laura ; and she rose to go. 
" Good-morning." 

" Good-morning, good-morning, my dear ; and I say, 
whenever you have books to sell, be sure and come here; 
rd pay a dollar any day to look at such a pretty face 1 " 
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This convei'sation had been conducted on the pavt of 
the gentleman in a very loud voice, and the clerks outside 
had evidently overheard a part of it. As Laura passed 
out, one nudged the other and she heard him say : 

" She's one of 'em ! " 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

FtrETHBB BXPEEIENCBS. 



"Weaev, rather from mental emotion tlian from bodily 
fatigue, as it was now past noon, Laura went to a cheap 
restaurant, and took a cup of tea and a cracker. The few 
moments of quiet thought thus obtained, together with 
the refreshment of the food, revived her spirits, and she 
felt equal to a fresh effort ; she was indeed gifted with one 
of those elastic temperaments that throws off care easily; 
and is never morbidly depressed ; and when she reached 
the establishment of Messrs. Ritt & Higgins again, she 
was resolved to continue her efibits, and make a fair trial 
of what she oonld earn as a book-agent, 

Mr. Ritt met her with great manifestations of delight 
at her success. " Sold 'em both, eh ? Well, that is good ! 
I told you how it would be 1 I knew you'd make a first- 
rate hand at it." 

" A great many people refused to see me, thottgh ; " 
objected Laura. 

" Of course, of course ; some'U do that, you must ex- 
pect it ; but when yoa learn the trade better, you'll find 
you can sell 'em off like hot-oakes, just like hot-cakes ; " 
he repeated, encouragingly. 

" I wish I could ! " 

"Well, you will, you will; you see you must flatter 
'em a little ; sometimes tell the men they look so kind, 
you're sure they'll buy something. Lord bless you 1 some 
of 'em would be tickled to pieces at a few pretty words 
from such a handsome lady as you 1 " ^ 
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" I don't think I could do that," said Laura ; " but if 
you will give me some more books, I'll try what I can sell 
this aftemoon."- 

Mr. Kitt put up two mora volumes, and tbus supplied, 
Laura went out to try her fortune again. 

She had the usual luck in several' offices which she 
entered ; the men were evidently very busy ; declining 
mostly even to look at her wares. The afternoon wore on, 
and Laura was once more growing difioouraged when she 
came to a large seed-store. On the outside there were 
tasteful -wire-baskets, and rustic flower-holders ; within 
there was a large shop, neatly aiTanged with pictures of 
flowers on the walls, and so many articles suggestive of 
the country and the summer, that for a moment, Laura 
seemed to be transported from the dull city, to some pleas- 
ant rural scene. A veiy pleasant old gentleman appeared 
as the presiding genius of the place; to him she applied. 

« A book to sell, Miss ? " he repeated, and he turned 
upon her a pair of mild, yet searching blue eyes. Something 
questioning in their gaze, made Laura feel more keenly 
than anything had yet done, that her position was a cruelly 
trying one. > 

" Yes sir," she replied ; " I am endeavoring to dispose 
of s volume of poetical selections." 

The old gentleman took the book and looked it over 
carefully. " It is neatly gotten up, and some of these pic- 
tures are quite interesting," he said; " what is the price of 
this one in simple binding?" 

" Thi-ee dollars." 

" I will take it," he said ; » and now may I ask you a 
question or two ? " 

The face was very earnestly kind, and she answcrtd ; 
" Tes sir, certainly," 

" How long have you been doing this sort of thing ? " 

" This is ray first day." 

" I am gliid of it ; I hope it will be your last, too." 

" Why ? " 
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" Because, a young woman like you, ought not to be 
going about in this way, into strange offieea iiniong all 
sorts of men." 

" But you do not seem to remember, sir, that I must 
earn monoy in some way," Laura said, quickly. 

" And is this the only way which you can find ? " 

" This is one of the very few occupations which are 
open to my sex, I was refused a clerkship in a. wholesale 
store, because I am a woman ; I am teaching drawing at 
half the salary paid to my predecessor, because I am a 
woman ; and now you tell me I ought not to earn money 
in this way, because I am a woman ! What am I to do ? 
Even, if I am a woman, I am hungry and thirsty, and cold, 
like a man ; I ha\e to piy the same board as a man ; I 
must wear warm clothes is well as a man; in short, I need 
moiiey to spend as much as if I were a man ; and yet, be- 
cause I am a woman, I am not allowed to earn it 1 " 

Laura spoke with ^ sudden eloquent earnestness ; the 
wrath and ti-otible of the diy seeming to find vent in words. 
The old gentleman shook his head as she paused: 

"You are very earnest, young lady; I see that you are 
honestly trying to support yourself ; but take an old man's 
advice: go homo, have a little patience, and by and bye, 
you will get a good husband to take care of you ! " 

Laura was so. provoked at this close of what she hoped 
would be some words of sympathy, with her overwrought 
feelings, that she could scarcely restrain a bitter reply. 
By an effort, however, she choked back any answer, and 
with a cold salutation, left the place. 

Another book was sold, however; that at least com- 
forted her a little, and she went on with the weary work. 
At several other stores she was repulsed ; the evening was 
beginning to approach, and Laura felt that she must soon 
turn her steps homeward, when, as sbe walked slowly on, 
jostled and stared at, by the now increasing crowds of 
men, she came to a large Insurance Office, in which the 
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lamps were already lighted: Resolved to try jast once 
more, she went np the steps and opened the door. 

"■Can I see Mr. Boardman ? " she asked ; for she had 
read that name on the door. 

^ " I am Mr. Boardman," said a man, -who was standing 
with his hat and overcoat on as if just ready to go out. 

"Can I speak to yon a moment?" asked Laura; but 
even aa she uttered the words she was sorry she had made 
the request. 

The man was ahout thirty-five years old, with thick 
black hair, and a heavy black moastache. His features were 
good ; he would have been called handsome ; but there was 
io his sensual mouth, his clouded eyes, an expression that 
Laura distrusted. 

" Certainly, Miss," he replied, with alacrity ; " come into 
my private office." 

He led the way back to a small room, that was lighted 
only by the glow of the fire in a grate, motioned Laura to 
a seat on a comfortable lonuge, and turned ori the gas. 

" And now, what is it ? " he asked ; seating himself he- 
side her with easy familiarity, and looking at her with un- 
disguised admiration. 

" I have some books to sell>" replied Laura, in the usual 
formula. 

" Booka to sell, eh ? let me aee them." 

Laura drew one out of the case. " It is poetry," slie 
explained. 

"Will you show it to me?" he said; " you know where 
all the pretty places are better than I do." 

Unsuspectingly Laura opened the book and turned 
over the pages. " Here are pictures of the homes of the 
poets : this is Mrs. Sigourney's house at Hartford." 

" Very nice, very nice," replied Mr. Boardman, bending 
nearer to her, his eyes turned on her fresh handsome face, 
and not on the book at a!l. 

Unconscious of this, Laura went on. » Here are some 
other pretty pictures,"— here ^e started in horror-r-the man 



LORD AND MASTER. 183 

had passed bis aiin around licr waist, and was clasping her 
tigbtljr. 

" You are the prettiest picture of all; you axe assweet 
as a rose; " he said, excitedly. 

Overwhelmed with anger and amazement, Laara strug- 
gled to escape. " Let me go ! " she cried ; " how dare you 
touch me I let me go I " 

Her gray eyes flamed with excitement, and something 
in her face made even his dull senses understand that she 
was in earnest. 

" A wild-cat, eh ! " he said, sullenly, as she escaped from 
his grasp. " What business have you coming into a fellow's 
oiBce, if you ain't willing to be agreeable ? " 

Laura hardly heard the words ; as soon as she was free she 
fled from the room, going out so precipitately that she was 
well aware that one or two loungers in the office looked 
after her with amusement, as if they guessed what had 
happened. Into the gathering darkness outside she fled ; 
her face burning, her heart beating with its load of out- 
raged thought. 

The shadows were deepening; the streets were very fall 
of men, and Laura's first anger changed slowly to a feeling 
of utter loiteliaess and sadness. The surging throng around 
her seemed so many enemies, any one of whom would wound 
her or hunt her. Among all these strong, pushing, busy 
mpn, there seemed no place, and no hope for a woman to 
e.tpect justice or mercy. These resolute-browed, swift- 
going, strang-limbed animals, who represented the great 
brute force of nature, its resistless power,, its relentless 
will, coald crush out so easily the gentler, more spiritual 
being, who represented the beauty, the grace, the harmony 
of creation ! Among these tough-fibred, hard-headed crca. 
tures, pressing onward ip the eager chase for wealth and 
place, would there ever be any way made for the delicate 
ones, who yet were entitled equally with them to a fair 
chance in the battle of life ? 

i with the burden of her own reflections she en- 
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tered a cav, and took a seat at the extreme tipper end. 
Pulling her veil down, and leaoing her head back, she paid 
no heed to the crowd around her. Now that she had a 
partial rest, she waa oonscioua how very weary she was, and 
yet she remembered that before she went home she must 
stop in a store where she was in tfao habit of buying 
drawing-materials, and get some crayons that she would 
need for the work she intended to do that evening. 

It was nearly sis .o'clock now, and Laura was faint and 
hungry from her long fast ; but she left the car a block 
before it reached Twentieth street, and* made her purchases. 
She was very feai-less about being out in the early evening, 
and indeed frequently in these short winter days did not 
reach home until after dark. Coming along armed with 
her bundle, she never noticed a man. lounging on the cor- 
ner, who gave a quick start aa he caught sight of her, and 
signalled to another man, who was on the box of a carriage, 
that was drawn up near the sidewalk. This person at once 
became alert, atid gathered up his reins and whip ; while 
the fiist man climbed to a seat beside him, and the vehicle 
moved on quickly in front of the young lady. ■ 

When Laura' reached Mr. Moulder's house, she was sur- 
prised to see a carriage standing before it, and a man on the 
steps talking with Minnie, whoTield the door open. 

" Here isMisa Stanley, now 1 " exclaimed the little maid, 
as Laura came up the walk. 

" What is it ? " asked Laura. 

The man, who was an ill-looking person, answered ; " A 
note from Mrs. D'Arcy; " holding out a letter. 

"From Mrs. D'Arcy I " exclaimed Laura, in surprise; 
and she took the proffered missive, and stepped into the 
hall to read it. Opening it near the gaslight, she found 
it contained these words; 

■* I am reqneaied by Mra. D'Arcy to inform Miss Stanley that Mra. 
D'Arcy is very ill, and would like to see Miss Staulej at onoe. 

'■ Mart Coltom, M, D." 
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The name was that of a lady-physician, whom Laura had 
met at the doctor's, and she never doubted the genuineness 
of the letter. 

" When was Mre. D'Arcy taken ill ? " she asked, coming 
back to the door. 

" I don't know ma'am ; all I know is we was sent to 
fetch you," 

" I am to go in the carriage then ! " 

" Yes, ma'am," 

It must be very urgent, reflected Laura ; then to the 
little givl: "Minnie, tell your mamma that I have been 
obliged to go to Mre. D'Arcy, wbo is very ill." 

" Won't you wait for dinner ? " suggested Minnie. 

" No, oh no ; I must go at once. Good-bye, dear; I 
don't know when I shall be at home," 

And Laura hurried out and entered the carriage; the 
man shut the door with a bang, and climbed up beside his 
companion. 

" She was easy caught," he aaid, as they drove away; 
" I never did see anybody walk into a trap with their eyes 
open quite so slick 1 " 



CHAPTER SXV. 

^ ABDuoriOTi, 4JSD rrs cojsbeqi 



About ten minutes after Laura went away, Frank Hey- 
wijod pulled the door-bell at Mr. Moulder's, He wa3 
alone now. Bhoda, after recalling herself to his memory, 
and putting him in possession of all the facta with regard 
to Judge Swinton's pursuit of Laura, had left the carriage 
at a point near her home, as she could be of no further use, 
and dreaded leaving Maggie too long alone. 

It seemed to Frank, in his anxious impatience, a terribly 
long time before Minnie opened the door, though really 
only a few moments passed until she appeai-ed. 
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" Ib Miss Stanley in ? " 
" No." 

" Hasn't she come home yet ? " 

" Yos ; she came home a little while ago, but went right 
off again." 

" No ; in a carriage that Mrs. D'Arcy sent for her." 
" MrB. D'Arcy's own carnage ? " he questioned, breath- 
lessly. 

"No,a hackjithink. But what is it, Mr, Heywood? 

What is the matter ? " for Frank's manner alarmed Minnie. 

" Something very wrong, I'm afraid, Minnie : but I can't 

stop now to explain it to yon . Who came for Miss Stanley ? 

any of Mrs. D'Arcy's people ? " 

" Well, no," replied Minnie ; " two men came, and they 
weren't nice men, either ; rough and .horrid-1 coking, I 
thonght." 

'I'his confinned the worst suapicions, and Heywood said, 
quickly : " I am afraid that Miss Stanley has been deceived 
in some way, I have no time to tell you how ; but, Minnie, 
try to remember all you can about this carnage ; what sort 
of an one it was, and what color the horses were, so that I 
could recognize it again." 

Minnie, who was a quick-witted little creature, seemed to 
catch his meaning at once. " It was a dark close carriage ; 
there were two men on the box, and it had one white and 
one brown horse." 

" And which way did it go ? " 

"Towards Ninth-avenue: I noticed that because I 
thought it wasn't the right way to go to Mi-s. D'Arcy's." 

" ITiank you, Minnie, thank you ; I will try to bring 
Miss Stanley home ; " and hurrying back to his own con- 
veyance, Frank jumped up beside the driver, and started 
on what seemed an almost hopeless quest. 

Meantime Laura, who had at first been so absorbed in 
anxious thought that she did not notice in which direction 
she was being taken, began presently to think that ?he mimt 



LOED AND MASTER. 187 

be near her friend's house, and looked out eagerly. To her 
surprise, she was in a part of the town which she did not 
know. She could see through the darkaeas that there were 
low ugly-looking houses on each side of her, and just 
beyond these, on the one hand, she could dimly catch a 
glimpse of shipping, towering masts, and black smoke- 
stacks, coming into view at the street-oroSsings. Amazed 
at so stupid a blunder, which had brought her so far out of 
her way, when every moment was precious, she knocked on 
the front window to attract the attention of her driver, and 
tell him to change his course. 

The man paid no manner of heed to this, except that he 
seemed to be urging hia horses forward. Finding it useless 
to try to attract his attention in this way, Laura leaned 
out of the window, and called : 

"Driver! Driver I " 

" See here, Bangs ; this ain't a-going to do; " said the 
man who held the reins ; " she's got to be quieted somehow." 

Laura resolved not to be carried out of the way in thia 
high-handed fashion, and, still without a suspicion of any- 
thing beyond stupidity on the part of her conductor, 
shouted again : 

"Driver! Stop! Driver!" 

This time her words appeared to produce an effect; the 
carriage came to a stand-still, and otie of the men got down 
and came to the door. Laura turned to speak to him ; but 
before she could utter a word, he drew up the glass on that 
side, and then came quickly around to the other door, 

"Thought it might be cold," he muttered; "Now then, 
ma'am, what is it as you wants ? " 

"You are taking me the wrong way — " Laura began, 
leaning towards him ; but before she could finish her sen- 
tence, a cloth was flung over her head; she was conscious 
of a strong sickly odor ; there was a rushing sound in her 
ears, as of a thousand hammers pouiiding heavily ; she could 
feel the blood beating in her brain ; she struggled for a 
moment, groping in the air blindly with her hands; then 
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her head sank hack, and total insenaibility overwhelmed 
her. 

The man drew up the other glass of the carriage, and 
climbed up again beside his companion. 

" She won't make no fuss for awhile," he saicl, grimly, 
and the driver whipping ap his horses, the vehicle pro- 
ceeded more rapidly up the river-side avenae. 

It was just at this moment that Frank Heywood canglit 
sight of the carriage. The direction which the coach con- 
taining Laura had taken, together with a knowledge of 
where some of the evil resorts of the city were, had led the 
young journalist to think that she might be carried off to this 
quarter of the town, and here he came in pursuit. He had 
explained his object to the coachman, a warm-hearted 
son of Erin, who, with the chivalry of a true Irishman, was 
fired with a desire to, aid in securing the young lady. 

"And do ye think that's the coach?" he asked, with 
much interest, as they came in sight of the vehicle. 

" I do, Mike," replied Frank; "it looks like it to me. 
Drive as near as you can to the side of the avenue, so that 
we can get a good view of it." 

"I'll do that," answered Mike, suiting the action tc the 
word. 

" There ! don't yon see ? " cried Heywood. There are 
two men on the box; there is a light and a dark horse; a 
close carriage too, and both windows shut ! " he added, 
under his breath; a new horror coming over hitti. 

" The bloody scamps ! " exclaimed the coachman, in 
great excitement ; " Shure, I'll stand by you, captain, to 
put an ind to their divil's game I " 

" Thank you, Mike," said Frank cordially ; " I may need 
your help." 

" And ye'll get it shure," protested the coaohman heartily, 
and dropping his voice, he added: "If you want one of 
thim raskils knocked over, captain, say the word, and I'm 
your man." 

Heywood smiled a little. " I hope it won't come to that, 
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Mike ; but I'll tell yon what we will do ; put your hoi-ses to 
their spoefl, and drive right across in front of the carriage j 
then when the men speak to you, as they probably will, 
answer them back ; you can give as good as you get, I 
suppose ? " 

" I can that," replied Mike, 

"Well, keep their attention occupied with what you 
bave to say, and leave the rest to me; only be ready to 
follow the carriage again, if I give the signal." 

" I'll do that, thin, captain ; will I go at onst f " 

"Yes." 

In a moment Mike had whipped up his horses and was 
running a race with the closed carriage. It lasted only a 
brief time; ho turned his horses' heads suddenly, directly 
across the avenue, and both vehicles came to a stop, amid 
a storm of oaths from the two men, and rejoinders from 
Mike, 80 ingeniously and scientifically aggravating as to 
keep the full attention of bis enemies concentrated for 
some minutes on himself, 

Frank watched the collision with set teeth and braced 
sihews. His face was unusually pale, as it always waa 
under circumstances of violent emotion, and his eyes shone 
■with a glitter of excitement. As the two conveyances 
became entangled, he swung himself down with wonderful 
dexterity from his place, and quick as thought glided to 
the carriage where Laura lay, and unperceived by any one 
in the darkness and confusion, opened the door and sprang 
in beside her. 

In another second the closed coach had swung ahead 
and was going on with increasfed speed. Indeed, all this 
had passed so rapidly that Mike stared in amazement to 
see what had become of bis late companion. A white 
hand suddenly appearing and beckoning from the rear 
window of the other coach appeared to reassure him, how- 
ever, and he followed it at a short distance. 

Meantipie the rush of cold air which Heywood ad- 
mitted into the carriage revived Laura, who slowly shook 
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off the effects of the drug and sat iipright, supported by 
Frank, who raised her head so that she could inhale the 
freshness. As she recovered, a few words explained to her 
the deadly danger in which she had been, and rapidly 
regaining hei' self-command, she was quite ready, pres- 
ently, to second the plans of her preserver. 

None too soon, the vehicle going on swiftly, turned 
suddenly up a cross-street and drew up'bei'ore a gloomy 
looking house, standing by itself, and snrrounded by a 
waste of jagged rocks that had been blasted into all aorta 
of ugly shapes. 

As the carriage stopped, the door of the house opened, 
and Judge Swinton appeared, a dim light following out 
from the hall, his large figure and square head, on which a 
wide hat was slouched. 

" All right. Bangs ? " he asked, anxiously, as he ap- 
proached the door. 

"All right," replied that worthy, who had sprung 
down from the box, and stepped to the carriage-door. 
" I've got her safe ; had to chloroform her, though, judge, 
but you'll find her quiet as a lamb — " 

He stopped short ; a sudden change came over him ; his 
jaw fell, his eyes staited, till, small as they were, they seemed 
likely to leave their sockets ; while Judge Swinton, partak- 
ing of his consternation, stood staring as if paralyzed. 

Before Bangs could touch the door, it was opened from 
the inside, and they saW, not a pale and swooning girl, 
but Frank Heywood's alert figure and sparkling eyes. 

" Who the devil ai-e you? " demanded Judge Swinton; 
recovering after a moment from his fii-st stupor. 

" I am a reporter for the New York Trumpeter," re- 
plied Frank, as he sprang out. "And I'll make an item of 
this for the paper if you like. Judge," he added, with a 
mocking smile. 

His honor's only reply was the utterance of a very ugly 
word, which he gave under his breath, but with great 
force as he turned on his heel and retJntered the hoiAse. 
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"Now, Miss Stanley, if you'll 
Bee you home," aaid Heywood, as he assisted ] 
alight. 

Mike -was close by with bis coach, and a few r 
later the two young people wei-e seated in it. Neither 
Bangs nor his corapanion, who had been watching the. 
judge for instracCiona, appearing to think it wise to in- 

This seemed almost a matter of regret to the worthy 
Irishman ; " I wish I had a crack at thim bloody villains," 
he muttered to himself, as he drove away. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

IGE SWINTON APOLOGIZES. 



OiT Mr. Moulder's steps, Frank parted with Laura. " I 
can't come in," he said ; " I have already left* my work 
l<Htger than I would for any other reason." 

" I can never thank you enough for what you have 
done for me this evening," Laura declared, clasping both 
his hands in an effusion of gratitude. 

" It was not much to do," replied Heywood ; " and I 
enjoyed it; positively I have not enjoyed anything so 
much for a long time ! " and in truth his eyes shone with 
a lustre that Laara had not seen in tbem before, and as he 
spoke he looked really happy, 

Minnie presently opened the door with an exclamation 
of delight at seeing Miss Stanley safely back ; and so 
Frank bade her good-bye, and reentering the coach was 
driven back to the office where he rewarded. Mike munifi- 
cently for his evening's work. 

I^ura, when the excitement was a little over, felt her- 
self so weak and languid from the effects of the drug, and 
the many fatigues of the day, that she was glad to go at 
once to her room, where some tea and toast refreshed her 
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body, and a long chat ivith Mrs. Moulder soothed heP 
spirit. A good right's rest, and the quiet Sunday which 
followed, restoring her completely to her usual strength ' 
and cheerfulness. 

Monday morning's first mail brought Laura a Bote from 
Judge SwintoD. It eontained ah apology for his attempted 
abduction, which he endeayored. to esoUse on the ground 
of his extreme attachment to her, and wound up with » 
formal oifer of his hand, and a request to be allowed to call 
upon !ier, 

Laura read this with rising color; shecouldnot find it in 
her heart to excuse the insult she had received, even when 
forgiveness was claimed on this ground, and the framing 
of a severe reply was a partial relief to her feelings of indig- 
nation. Her answer ran. thus : 



"Miss Laura Stanley cannot accept Judge Swinton's proposal, 
and deolLnes to receive his visits." 



As she came down stairs with this missive in her hand, 
she stopped for a moment in the sitting-room to shew it to 
Mrs. Moulder. 

"There, Agnes," she said ; there is some satisfaction in 
being able to write that ! " 

" Isn't it almost too hard ? " asfeed Mi's. Moulder, gently. 

" Not a bit. There is one privilege that men have left 
us; the privilege of refusing them. This, you know, is the 
only revenge society permits to us women." 

" He is a dangerous juan, thongh," reflected Mrs, 
Moulder, 

" He is," replied Laura ; "bat I think he has done his 
worst. I shall, take care to keep out of his way in the 
future. I have seen him until now only because I feared 
he might tell some of my people where I am ; but not even 
to prevent that will I ever see him again." 

"I think you should be careful about being out after 
dark, hereafter." 
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*' Yes, I will do that ; T have no ftincy for being earned 
off again." 

And that much of caation Laura strictly adhered to. 
She made it a rulo to be at home every day before twilight 
fell, and avoided going out, except on the ordinary round 
of her dttties,' . Peremptory as Was her reply lo Judge 
Swinton, however,, it did not apparently have the effect of 
«nUrely discouraging his suit. Not laany days after h^ 
note was sent^ as Laura sat in her room one evenings Min- 
nie'faiooked sit the door^ with the message thatageatle* 
man wanted to see her. 

"A genttemanl who is it^ Mmile?" asked Laar* 
sharply, 

" I d-on't know, Pa told me to tell you to come dawn.*' 

The mention of Mr. Mo«ider aroused Laura's suspi- 
«iona, " I am v«ry busy this eveaing," she said ; " and I 
cannot see any one. Yoti may tell youlT father so, Minnie." 

The little giifl went away, and Laui'a returned to her 
work, glad that she had had the presence of naind not to 
fall into so shallow a snal«. She had been. drawing some 
!ittle(ime,aHd was completely absorbed in her labors, when 
there was a heaVy footstep in the entry^ and, a moment 
after, a knock at the door, 

" Come in I " calli^ Jjawra. 

Some one fumbled at the Io<^k For a moment; then the 
door opened, and Laura was amaxed to see the portly form 
of Mr, Moulder, She started Up and came to meet him, 

" Miss Stanley.," he said; " Judge Swinton b in the 
parlor and would like to see you." 

" I cannot go down," replied Lattra, with a quick angry- 
flush, 

" He is a very distinguished man," said Mr, Moulder, 
severely, "a man whose visits any young lady might be 
proud of." 

" I have already deelinfld to receive them," answered 
Laura, somewhat imperatively; *'and it is qaite useless 
for him, or any one else, to ask me to do so," 
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" You wpn't go down then ?" demanded Mr. Moulder, 
rougbly, 

"No." 

"You are a reiy foolish young woman," he said, 
rudely. " It's preposterous not to see him," 

" I think I am the hest judge of my own actions," 
replied Laura, stiffly. " I consider Judge Swinton a man 
whose courtesy is an insult, and you may tell him so, if 
you please." 

Mr. Moulder stared at her in utter amazement at her 
audacity, "I certainly shan't do that," he said. "But 
of course yon will do as you choose." 

" Decidedly," and Laura closed the door on the retreat- 
ing figure with a somewhat peremptory action. 

This seemed likely to be final, and for some time after 
this, no event occurred to disturb the even tenor of her life. 
Her daily tasks at the sebool, at the academy, and at her 
drawing-lessons, occupied her time with a monotony that 
would have been wearisome, had it not been that she 
fought her way on bravely,^with a hope that hard, work 
now, might help her in the future. Mrs. D'Arcy procured 
for Laura after a time another pupil, and she had suc- 
ceeded in finding a inarket for some of her small flower- 
paintings, which brought her in from week to week a 
trifling sum. 

She made no second attempt to act as a book-agent. 
Her one day's experience had been sufficient for her. She 
went down to Mr.Bitt's office soon after that eventful Sat- 
urday, and closed her account with him ; but no persua- 
sions on his part could induce her to subject herself a sec- 
ond time to the insults she had already encountered. 

So the weeks drifted slowly by until J'ebruary had 
come, and was drawing to a close. Laura did uot see 
Flora Livingston again, though she heard of her through 
Guy Bradford. One evening, shortly after Mrs. Courte- 
ney's ball, he came to see Laura. Qte was veiy busy, but 
not liking to miss the visit, came down into the stifi" littJe 
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pai'lor with some of her drawing-materials, and spread 
them out on the table, pursuing her labor at intervals 
while the conversation went on. As a first topic of inter- 
est, he described the grand entertainment to announce 
Flora's engagement, at which he had been present; told 
how majestic Mi-s. Conrteney was ; how stately Mr. Le 
Roy was; and gave a tolerably good description of Flora's 
elegant dress. 

'^She used to he such a spirited looking girl," he said; . 
"bat that evening she walked through the rooms, leaning 
on Mr. Le Roy'a arm^ with her eyelids drooped, her face 
pale, her whole appearance like that of some fair Grecian 
captive led in chains to adorn the triumph of a victor." 

" Poor girl 1 There is no prospect of escape, I am 
afraid; and yet it does not seem possible that her whole 
independence can be crushed out so eaKily." 

"Probably not," replied Gay. "She looks now like 
one subdued, rather than conquered. Some day perhaps 
sta will revolt." 

*' I hope she will I " exclaimed Laura ; " I hope with all 
my heart she will, before it is too late ! " 

It chanced that frhile this chat was proceeding, Minnie 
was out of the room, and as Laura uttered these last words, 
Gny left his seat, and came and stood near her chair. 

"Marriage mthout love is an intolerable thought," he 
said. 

Laura felt his approach with some blind sense, that was 
not of sight and bearing, and bent a little lower over her 
work. " Yes," she replied. 

. " But mamage with iove is the crown and triumph of 
life." 

There was a strange thrill in his voice as he spoke, and 
she knew that those dark eyes were reading eagerly her 
downcast face. With an effort she answered : 

" Such a marriage as that of your parents, for instance." 

" Yes, and such a marriage as I sometimes dream of for 
myself." , . 
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It seemed absolutely impossible for Laura to reply to 
this, and an eloquent silence fell between these two. Gny 
bent so near Lanra that alie could feel his breath stirring 
her hair j almost hear the beating of that honest heart, that 
was fluttering io a tumult of timidity and longing— then 
there was a touch on the handle of the door, and Minnie 
reentered the room. 

For once, Laura was not glad to have her little chape- 
ron return bo promptly to her post of duty ; but, as uaaal 
under such circumstances, the young woman was the first 
to recover herself, and Laura held up one of her drawings 
for Gfuy to look at with so quiet an air, that the poor fellow 
fancied she had not in the least shared the emotion that 
swayed him, and that she was perfectly indifferent to all 
that absorbed him so entirely. He resumed his seat with 
Bomo short, almost crusty, reply, and sat for a few moments 
staring at her with earnest troubled eyes. It was nearly 
hopeless to try to oan-y on any conversation with hira, and 
■when, a few moments later,Frank Heywood came in, it was 
almost a relief to Lanra. Kot so to Guy, however, he 
shook Frank's hand with somewhat less than his usual cor- 
diality, and, after glowering at the intruder for a few mo- 
ments, took his leave. 

Laura was amused and yet annoyed. She could read 
this big honest fellow like an open book ; while to hira she 
was a wonderful being, whose smile was happiness, but 
whose favor he knew not how to win, he was to her a 
transparent soul. She more than half guessed the secret of 
bia heart ; she realized fully the jealous suspicions with 
which he regarded Frank, and she regretted that he went 
away, as she knew he did, puzzled and unhappy. 

Heywood, too, seemed to divine the situation ; he 
looked after Guy with an amused smile, and when Minnie 
had run away to bed, as she was always allowed to do when 
Frank came, he said : 

"Laura, Bradford didn't like my coming in." 
• " Perhaps not ; but I am very glad to see y»)«." 
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''Well, I shan't trouble Mm often after this, for I am 
going away." 

"Going away!" repeated Lanra, in consternation. 

" Yes, I am going on a tour through the Southern States 
for the paper." 

" Oh, I'm so sori-y ; that is, for my sake. Will you be 
gone long ? " 

" Six weeks, two months, perhaps longer ; it depends 
upon how much I succeed in doing." 

" Oh, dear me, Frank ; I shall miss you dreadfully ! " 

" I think yon will, Laura,; but I shall have all sorts of 
things to tell when I come back, and I'll write to you, of 
course." i 

" Oh, yes, and I shall see your lettei-s in the paper, 
which will he almost as good as talking with yon. How 
Boon do you go ? " 

" I don't know exactly ; to tell the truth, Laura, I am 
going to do rather a quixotic thing ; I wouldn't have any 
of the fellows in the office know it ; hut I don't mind tell- 
ing you." 

" What is it ? " ■ 

" You remember Rhoda Dayton's friend, Maggie ? " 

" Of coarse I do, I have heard from them often through 
Mrs, D'Arcy ; I wanted to go down and see them, but the 
doctor advised me against it." 

" She was right," said Hey wood ; " a visit there would 
do them no good, and might compromise you. If you have 
heard from Maggie lately, you will know that she is much 
better, and ready to make her journey home. Only wait- 
ing for a pleasant day, indeed, to start with Rhoda. Now 
I propose to be their escort." 

" You, Frank ! " excl mil pening her eyes. 

"Yes, of course som p pi ght think it odd, bat I 

believe it can be arrang d 1 1 attract any notice. 

Mrs. D'Ai-cy is to see tl m fi d I will meet them at 
the ears. Itisonlyatw ty f 1 s' journey, and they 
are going directly to tl pa t f the country that I 
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wish to Tisit, 90 that I can accompany them, and perhaps 

make their trip more comfortable." 

" What a good fellow you are 1 " exclaimed Laura, 
"Perhaps not quite so much so as you think," said 

Frank, with that inscrutable smile that sometimes ort«sed 

his lips. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

MB. MTLAS SPEAKS. 



The week that followed this evening was rather a 
dreary one to Laura ; she did not see Prank again, as he 
was doubtless busy with his preparations for departure; 
nor did Guy Bradford visit her. This last absence troubled 
her more than she was willing to allow even to herself. 
She had grown to depend so much on seeing him fi-equently, 
and had so hoped that he would call soon again, that as 
the evenings went by without bringing him, she became 
quite worried and anxious. 

But in the absence of these two friends, another ad- 
mirer did his very best to console and entertain the young 
teacher. Mr. Fitlas suddenly became very pointed in his 
attentions; sending up his card to call on Laura several 
times, and bringing to her on each occasion a monstrous 
bouquet, which he presented with many pompous expres- 
sions of regard. 

It had for some time past been quite a settled thing, 
when Laura wont' to the Bradfords' on Saturday afternoon, 
to give her drawing-lessons to Bessie, that Guy should come 
in before the hour was quite over, and under pretence of the 
growing darkne8s,waituponherto her home. But when the 
Saturday following his last visit came round, and found the 
teacher at her post, Guy did not appear, although Laura 
lingered a? late as possible, hardly confessing to herself, 
how much a desire to see her brother had to do with the 
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minutenesa Witt which she was inspecting her young pu- 
pil's work, 

" Don't trouble yourself so much about my stupid pic- 
ture, Miss Stanley," Bessie said, at last; "I think I can 
finish it now." 

. At this moment the door opened, and Laura looked up 
with a start and a blush j but it was only Mrs. Bradford, 
who after greeting her with her usual kindness, said : 

" My dear, hadn't you better stay to dinner ? It is be- 
ginning to grow dark. Guy is away; but Mr. Bradford 
will see you home." 

*' Oh no ! " exclaimed Laura, very, quickly ; I have 
work to do to-night, and must go directly ; " and she hur- 
ried away. 

He was not in town then, there was some little comfort 
in that thought ; perhaps he had not neglected her inten- 
tionally ; but there was a sort of oppressive loneliness in 
Laura's heart as she took a car, not daring to walk aione 
through the darkening streets. 

When she reached the Moulders', Minnie informed 
her that " dinner was most over, and she'd better hurry ^ 
right down." As it was so late, Laura took off her hat 
and sacque in the parlor, instead of going up stairs, and 
went at once to the. dining-room. ■ As she came in with a 
feeling only of weariness, and a desire for rest, she was 
annoyed to find Mr. Mtlas with Mrs. Moulder at the dis- 
ordered table, which had been deserted by all the rest of 
the family. The gentleman greeted her with effusion : 

" Good-evening, Miss Stanley," I'm in luck to-night, 
surely. I came down here to get a snack, and now it 
seems I am to have the pleasure of your company," 

" How tired you look, Laura 1 " exclaimed Mrs. Mould- 
er, anxiously, as the young lady took her seat. 

"I am rather tired," replied Laura; "1 have Lad a 
fatiguing day." 

"Take this, dear; it will do you good," urged Mrs. 
Moulder, handing her a cup of tea. 
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"Anfl her© is some turkey; garbled 'turkey,. I tbink 
they call it," said Mr, Fitlas, Jielping her from a. dish be- 
fore bim. 

Laura toot the proffered edibles, at first with a feeling 
as if she could not swallow anything ; but a draught of tea 
helped to restore her, and she presently began to realize 
that she "was very hungry. In so healthy an organization 
as hers, something more than a light trouble of the heart 
is needed to destroy the appetite, and Laara presently did 
fall justice to her dinner. 

" TTneommon pleasant day for the season," remarked 
Mr. ntlas. "I've been in the Park this afternoon ; very 
lively there; lots of genteel people ont ! " 

" Were you walking f " adted Mrs. Moulder. ^ 

"Not inucbly," replied Mr. Mtlas, severely ; "I never 
walk there — was in Bill Fish's drag." 

"TTiat must have been pleasant," said I..a«ra; "though 
in fine weather I think one enjoys the Park more in 3 walk 
than in any other way." 

" It's well enough to take a stroll in the Ramble," re- 
marked Sr. Ktlas, as if he were naaking a judicial decis- 
ion; "but I've observed that one never sees the real swells 
anywhere else." 

"That settles it then," said Ijanra, with a twinkle of 
Kmu^ment. 

"Here are some canned peaches, Laura. Will yon try 
some ? " asked Mis. Moulder, preseatly, producing a dish 
of inviting looking golden fruit. 

"Did yon put them- up yourself?" asked Lanra, as she 
accepted some. 

"Yes; I put up fourteen cans last summer;" with & 
faint wgh, as if the memory of the labor were a weariness. 

"There is some danger that these sort of iixins will 
fumigate, isn't there?" inquired Mr. Fitlas, solemnly. 

" They wil! what ?" asked Mrs. Moulder, puzzled, 

" Fumigate," repeated Mr. Fitlas. 
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" Oh, you mean ferment ; yes, nnless tbe proper cans 
are used there is sometimes trouble with them." 

The conversation continued in a not very exalted 
strain, maintained principally by Mr. Fitlas, and consist- 
ing in a considerable degree of boasts of his own adroit- 
ness and prowess, daring which -he glanced frequently at 
Laura, as if to mark the effect of what he said, upon her. 
As she was rather bored than otherwise by all this, she 
was glad to have finished her meal and to be able to leave 
the table. To her annoyance, as she rose, Mr, Fitlas rose 
also, and followed her up stairs. 

As she had left her hat in the parlor, Laura went in 
there after it, and there again she found Mr, Fitlas close 
beside her, 

"Miss Stanley," he said, in a tone of unusual impor- 
tance ; " if you could sit down a moment, I should like to 
speak to you." 

" Certainly," replied Laura, in considerable surprise ; 
"what is it, Mr. Fitlas?" 

She took a chair and looked steadily at the young man, 
perceiving now that he was arrayed with extreme gor- 
geousness. His cravat was of the most brilliant crimson; 
his shirt front was cariously embroidered ; and a tuberose 
adorned his buttonhole. 

Mr. E^tlas, with his color heightened, cleared his voice 
with a hem, and placed himself Ln a chair near Laura, The 
clear gaze of her gray eyes seemed to disconcert him 
strangely ; he drew out a handkerchief, wiping his brow 
nervously ; the powerful odor with which the cambric 
was satnrated, combined with the perfume of the flower, 
quite filling the room with its sweetness. 

"Miss Stanley," he began at last; "it's a pretty im- 
portant thing when a feilow makes up his mind to — to — 
you know, to — to — " 

" Well ? " asked Laura, surprised at his cohfasion. 

"I was a going to say something very particular about 
myself," he began again, moving uneasily on his chair. 
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" You see tlie fact is, you've done for me . I'm smaalied ; 
upon my word I am now 1 I never did see aay young lady 
that was quite ao stunning every way as you are," he said, 
desperately, 

" I am much obliged to you for the compliment," re- 
plied Laura, catyhing hia meaning with a sudden half- 
amused annoyance; "but, really, Mr. Fitlas, it is quite a 
waste of time to tell me so." 

" Don't aay that, now. Miss Stanley," he protested with 
an earnestness she had never before seen in him. " I don't 
ask you to pile right in, you know ; but I'm going away 
to-morrow, and I just thought Fd like to say a word to you 
before I go, I'd like to have you think over the matter," 
bending a little nearer; "and just remember, if you do 
think of tTOtting in double harness, I'm your man." 

" You are very kind, Mr. Fitlas," replied Laura, seeing 
that the yoang man really intended to pay her the highest 
compliment ; " hut I have no such thought, I assure you, 
and you had far better look elsewhere." 

" Don't see it," replied Mr. Fitlas, resolutely. " You 
suit me, and if I suit you, wily shouldn't we make a double 
team ? " 

" Oh no ; I must decline the honor," Laura persisted. 

"Why, Miss Stanley, why? Now you'd better think 
twice of it," he urged; "I'm in good business; Moulder 
will post you up about that. I don't mind telling you that 
I get two thousand a year and travelling espenses ; that 
ain't bad now, is it ? " 

"No, very good, but — " 

" Don't say no," he interrupted, quickly ; " you mayn't 
understand all about me, I dare say now you think me 
fast, but I'm a pretty steady man, I am, honestly ; I've 
sowed some wild oats," bo admitted, with an air bf modest 
merit ; " but as fellows go, I'm about aa good aa they make 
'em, and if I was really married, yoa know, why I'd settle 
down." 

"Pve no doubt, Mr. Fitlas; but you must find soma 



LORD AND MASTER. 203 

Other wife, I cannot entertain your proposal for a mo- 
ment," Laura declared, positively, 

" You don't mean it now ? " he 
his red face growing deeper-Iiued ; tlien brightening a 
little ; " you ain't mad at mo, because I said some things 
against Women's Rights are you? Really, now, I'm will- 
ing to let women vote, I am." 

" They will doubtless be much obliged for your gracious 
permission," replied Laura, rising. 

Unconscious of any sarcasm, Mr. Fitlas went on, follow- 
ing up what seemed to him an advantage : "Perhaps you 
think I ain't much of a litei-ary man, but I do read some, 
it's a fact I do ; not old books, to be sure, Shakespeare 
and Tristerum's Shanty and those ; but I've read all Orlan- 
do Bobb's works, and I take the Day Book regular." 

Laura with difficulty curbed in an almost irresistible 
laugh into a smile, "It is no use, Mr, Fitlas," she said ; 
"I don't want to wound you, but don't you see that we 
should never really suit each other, in the least ? We bad 
far better be good friends, than try to be anything else. 
Good-byo ; I hope you'll have a pleasant journey," and she 
escaped from the room. 



CHAPTER XSVin, 



On the next day, which was Sunday, Laura went to 
church in the morning, and in the afternoon, feeling a 
vague unrest, started for a stroll in the Park. The day 
was unusually mild for the season ; a week of sunshine 
had melted the snow from the streets, so that the walking 
was excellent, and the air had in it a softness suggestive 
of the yet far distant spring. Laura took her way up 
town through one of the side avenues, and leaohed the 
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great pleasure-ground, without meeting any one whom she 

As she passed through the gateway, her heart gave a 
bound of delight. She felt for a nioment hke a prisoner 
let loose, a child of the eouutry, an intense lover of nature, 
the escape from the endless brick and mortar, the weari- 
some straight lines of the city, was such a pleasw]-e to her I 
The trees were bare of leaves, to be sure, hut there was in- 
finite grace iu the outlines of their branches, as they rose 
in delicate pencillinga against the sky, Tiie grass, though 
faded and brown, was danced ovei' by a net-work of fairy 
shadows that foil from the slender houghs as they swayed 
in the wintry breeze, and in every hollow were piled heaps 
of snow that flashed in the pale sunlight, while the lake 
was a sheet of gray water bordered by broken ice, and 
shaded by sombre evergreens, 

Laui-a walked on briskly, enjoying the spring of thedamp 
earth under her feet, the sweep of the fresh wind, the scent 
of the moist ground, and the aromatic odor of the cedar 
trees. 

The exercise brought an unusual glow to the round 
cheeks, and a sparkle to her gray eyes, while her abundant 
hair tossed by the air, fell into tiny ringlets about her face; 
and as she pressed on with light elastic step, she was as 
fair an embodiment of healthy handsome womanhood as 
'one might wish to see. 

Iler way at first lay along the margin of the lake, on a 
path that was quite deserted ; but as she came round a 
turn, she perceived a gentleman advancing towards her, 
and her heart gave an involuntary bound as she recognized 
Guy Bradford, 

His face changed with a flush that seemed to reflect 
the blush on hers, as he advanced to meet her with a smile 
of unmixed delight. 

"Misa Stanley, this is delightful!" as his hand closed 
over hei-s with a firm clasp, " I am so surprised, and so 
pleased ! " he went on, honestly, as if his heart were so full 
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that it must find relief in words. " May I wallt with you ? 
I was only out for a stroll ; do let me be your escort," he 
added, as Laura seemed to hesitate. 

*' I shall be very glad to have some one pilot me about," 
she admitted. " I have been so iittle in the Park that it 
seems to me a sort of labyrinth, of which one might easily 
lose the clue." 

" I know it by heart, so that I shall be a safe guide," 
Gu^ said, as he fell into line with her. " Do you mind 
taking iny arm ? " offering it. 

Laura glanced up at him ; the brown eyes were looking 
into hers, wistfully, eagerly. " I think not," she began ; 
then seeing the hurt look that crossed his face; "yes, I 
will," she said, putting her fingers on his arm ; " it is 
surely more sensible here, and I don't think I shall outi-age 
conventionalities veiy mach." 

"Indeed, no," said Guy, looking intensely happy. 
"Surely, Miss Laura, you put me at least on the footing 
of an old friend." 

" Of course I do," replied Laura, heartily ; " and do 
you know, I rather like taking your arm, if I please, as a 
symbol that for once, I am free to do as I like." 

" Aren't you always ? " 

" No, indeed, Mr. Bradford ; I feel nearly all the time 
like a prisoner, and the thought that was uppermost in m.y 
mind when I met you this afternoon, was of delight at 
the few hours of liberty I could have here. For a little 
while I resolved to forget everything unpleasant, and only 
enjoy this lovely day and this charming scene." 

" It is delightful," said Guy ; " at least it is now: the 
day seemed rather gloomy before I met yon." 

The tone was significant, and in a little embarrassment 
Laura said, "I thought you were out of town, when I was 
at your house last evening, your motfier said you were 
away." 

" I was ; ,1 have been off on business for nearly a week; 
but I got back late last night ; I thought of staying away 
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over Sunday, but I am heartily gtad that I did not now," 
he added; preasing her hand a little closer to his side. 

There was a moment of silence. They had been walk- 
ing on at a good pace since they met, and had now reached 
a point where the path approached the carriage-road. A 
good many vehicles were sweeping by; the crunch, 
crunch, of tlie horses' feet, and the roll of the wheels 
sounding steadily. The occupants of the conveyances 
■were mostly of the stronger sex; many of thena flashily 
dressed, round-shonldered, sitting well braced on skeleton- 
wagons, behind fast horses ; their whole sonls seeming to 
be given up to interest in the qnadnipeds which drew 
them ; but occasionally an open coach with a half-tipsy 
party of red-faced men went by; men with load voices, 
who stared rudely at every woman they passed. 

"Let us hurry on," said Guy; "I can't bear to have 
those rowdies glaring at you so ;" and he looked down at 
Laura's fair face tenderly, yet with ti'ue masculine jealousy 
of even a glance at the woman he admired. 

Laura laughed. "It is rather annoying," she said; 
"do you know, sometimes I feel as if I would like to go 
veiled like the Turkish women; some of your sex are so 
rude," 

" I only wish you could," said Guy, heartily ; " I only 
wish you could wear a veil; that is, provided you took it 
ofl'for me!" 

At this moment a handsome four-in-hand was driven 
past; a showy turnout, with horses decked out in gold- 
mounted harness, drawing an open clarence, fitted up with 
crimson linings, and having a liveried coachman and foot- 
man. On the back seat was a large fair man, with a blonde 
moustache ; and beside him sat a darker and less heavily 
built person, with black beard and bold blue eyes. As this 
last caught sight of Guy and Laura, his regard which had 
been running lightly over the louugci'S, suddenly concen- 
trated itself into an angry gleam. 

By one of those subtle influences of which we are all 
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oonscbiis, but wliich nCfTme can cxplaio, this ooiieentrated 
gaze seemed to draw the attention of both the young peo- 
ple. As tbey looked up, Guy raised his hat with a cold 
bow, and the gentleman returned it with a sweeping salu- 
tation that was evidently intended to include the lady. 
Gny glanced quickly at Laura; ebe did not return the 
bow, but a quick flush rose to her face. 

"Do you know Judge Swinton?" be asked, in jealous 
surprise. 

" I have met him at Mr. Moulder's," replied Laura ; 
"but I have dropped his acquaintance." 

"I am glad of that," said Guy, with a look of relief. 
"He is a bad unprincipled man; not fit for the society of 



any respectable woman. 

"Yet he is one of those whom you men have intrusted, 
with the administration of justice ! " 

" Tes," admitted Guy ; " and it is all wrong ; utterly 
and horribly wi-ong t Indeed, our political system ia in 
many respects so ' coiTupt, that I am sometimes almost 
hopeless of a cure for the many evils." 

" I don't think we women conld do much worse," re- 
torted Laura, smiling. 

" Hardly, if you tried ; and I for one believe that we 
shall never have any improvement in our politics till we 
have women taking their just part in them." 

" Of course, you need women in government as much as 
' in the family. It has always seemed to me as absurd to 
exclude women from politics as' it would be to banish them 
from the home. Government is only family management 
on a large scale; and ia administered now very much as a 
household would be which sbonld be ruled by men alone." 

" I should like to see my good mother aod half-a-dozen 
ladies Ukc her, acting as city mothei-s," saidGuy, laughing 
lightly. " The city fathers certainly make a poor hand at 
city housekeeping," 

"There is one point then on which we should agree, if 
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your mother were rniining for alderman; I should do my 
beet to eleotioHeer for her." 

" I am not quite clear that I should like to have you," 
said Guy, again with a telltale pressure of the gloved hand; 
then, catching sight of Laura's face, he added t " You are 
thinking what right have I to say what I would wish to 
have you do; I have none now ; but sometimes I dare to 
dream and to hope ! " his voice dropping to a tremuloua 
passionate undertone. 

They had turned out of the wide path now, and were 
strolling along a narrow winding way. On the one side 
the rocks rose gray and snow-decked above them; on 
the other, they could catch glimpses of the daik waters of 
the lake; while overhead the pale sky dropped flecks of sun- 
light through the tangled branches on to their path. 

Laura's head was drooped, and they walked on for some 
distance in silence; meeting every little way other couples, 
strolling like themselves. At last Bradford said: "Misa 
Laura, may I come to see you this evening?" his dark 
eyes supplementing the request with a deeper significance. 

The color mounted to Laura's cheek, and it was a mo- 
ment before she could frame the simple answer " Yes." 

" I have something to aay to you ; something that I 
cannot tell you here where there are ao many strange eyes 
upon us. If I come this evening will you let Minnie go to 
bed early ? " 

" I don't know as to that; I can't banish the poor child," 
replied Laura. 

The words seemed to Guy lightly spoken; he could not 
guess that they were the result of a playfulness assumed 
in a sort of desperation to hide a deeper feeling. 

They had reached the broad path leading to the Park- 
gate now, and a few moments more brought thom to the 
entrance, where Laura said she must lake a car, or she 
would not be at home in time for the evening meal at Mr. 
Moulder's. 

"And I, too, must hurry home," said Guy; "I have 

H,-:.-sdt> Google 



LORD AKD MASTEE. 209 

3 to Trait on mother and Bessie to evening service, 
bat when that is over I shall come to you. Will yoa be 
expecting nie ? " his eyes scanning her face eagerly, 

" CeitaiDly, since you have said you will come," an- 
swered Laura, with a blush; avoiding the clear gaze that 
Beemed to dazzle her. " Good-bye." 

She sprang on to the platform of one of those einmsy 
vehicles that see very much of the tragedy and comedy of 
New York life, and bo was lost to view. 

Seated in a corner, with eyes that were fixed on BOme 
imaginary distance, Laura fell into a reverie; but how dif- 
ferent was this, from the sombre thought that absorbed her 
on her ride down town the night before ! Then, life seemed 
all duiness and gloom, dreary aa the bleak night around 
her. Now, her refiectiona were as golden aa the bright raya 
that the setting sun was casting over the city. She scarce- 
ly ventui-ed to define her thoughts; but the blood in her 
veins was dancing to some happy tune, and the future rose 
before her fair with the enchanted " light that never was on 
sea or land." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

CEOSS PUKP0SE8. 



It was to Laara like a harah diacord after some strain 
of sweet, aoft music, to go down to the dull dining-room at 
Mr. Moulder's and descend from the fairy realms in which 
she had been dreaming, to the prosaic realities of common 
life. The place seemed more than usually dingy ; she was 
a little late' and the table was in that ugly half disorder 
that one sees when the membera of a hungry family have 
helped themselves aa they please, and put down their 
dishes wherever it chanced to be convenient, without any re- 
gard to order. Mrs. Moulder was daintily exact in Jier 
habits ; but Mr. Moulder thought it was " all nonsense to 
be too particular," and she had long ago given up the at 



up the at 
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tempt to have the table served as she would wish ; so the 
dish of chapped beef stood at an acute angle to Mr. Moul- 
der's plate, a bread board was on one corner of the table, 
and a preserve bowl appeared to have wandered aimlessly 
out of its moorings and to be stranded, stern foremost, 
against the tea-tray. 

It was " Sunday out " for Jane, Mrs. Moulder's solitary 
maid-of-all-work, and the day had been anything hut one 
of rest to the poor lady. She looked worn and hollow eyed, 
■ and there was a listless, almost despairing weariness in all 
her motions. Mr. Moulder's face was more than usually 
glum, as if hie duties at church had tended rather to sour, 
than to sweeten his disposition, and the children, weary 
of a long day in doors, were restive and quarrelsome. 
Minnie, who had been helping her mother, looked tired 
and cross, and Masler Aleck who appeared to have finished 
his meal, was amusing himBelf by going about the room 
and tapping with his fork on every object that was capable 
of producing a noise. 

At Lauia's entiince, Mrs. Moulder looked up with a 
faint smile " Oh, here you are, Laura ; I'm afraid your 
suppei 18 rather cold ; you are so late ! " 

Something of the radiant look was still on Laura's face, 
and she answered brightly, " I have been walking in the 
Park, and it was bO lovely that I lingered longer than I 

" Never mind about that, dear ; if you can only make 
a comfortable meal. Aleck, run to the kitchen and get 
Miss Stanley some warm toast; it is all ready on the 
dresser.." 

"I don't want to go," said Aleok, sulkily; "send 
Minnie." 

" You have finished your tea and she has been working 
very hard," remonstrated Mrs. Mojalder; "I had rather 
you would go, Aleck." 

For reply the boy beat a loud tattoo on the grate-pan 
with his fork, shrugging Ins shoulders defiantly. 
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" Send Minnie," ordered Mr. Moulder, gmiBy ; " it ain't 
boy's work to wait on the table." 

" I will go myself," said Mrs. Moulder ; a faint pink 
coloring her delicate face. 

"No, no, let me go ! " exclaimed Lauva, starting up. 

But Minnie was too quick for them. She was watching 
her mother with anxious eyes, and as the two ladies rose, 
sprang from her place and was away hefore either of them 
could reach the door. 

" She has been working like a good child all day," Mrs. 
Moulder said, looking after her affectionately ; " I don't 
know what I should have done without her ; she has helped 
me BO much about both dinner and tea." 

" It's no more'n she ought to do," growled Mr. Moulder ; 
" girls ought to learn to keep house ; it's all they're fit 
for ; " with a vicious glance at Laura, against whom he 
seemed to have an especial grudge, ever since her refusal 
to see Judge Swinton. 

The young lady felt the telltale color rise, and a sharp 
reply was on her lips, but she caught a pleading look from 
Mrs. Monlder and restrained herself. 

At this moment A slight diversion was made by Master 
Aleck, who having exhausted the noise-producing capaci- 
ties of eveiy available inanimate object in the room, varied 
his .prog ram me by thrusting his fork into his youngest sis- 
ter's back. The child set up a shril! cry. 

" What is it, dear ? " exclaimed Mrs, Moulder, in con- 
Bternation. 

" Aleck stuck a fork into me," moaned the little one, 

" Oh, Aleck I how can you be so naughty 1 " Mrs. 
Moulder exclaimed, despairingly. " Come here, Aggie 

The little girl fled to her mother's arms, while the boy 
drew back to his father, glaring at her defiantly. 

" He was only in play," said Mr. Moulder ; then seem- 
ing to comprehend dully, some of the indignation which 
shone in Laura's eyes, he went on: "boys will be boj-s." 
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"Andgiria must learn the lesson of patience, early," 
retorted Lafiira, ■with a glance at the drooping form of the 
gentle wife. 

" Certainly," said Mr. Moulder, testily ; " women ought 
to be brought up to be wives and mothers ; that's what 
Grod intended them for," 

" And men ought to be brought up to be good hus- 
bands and fathers." 

" Oh, that comes of course," Mr. Moulder replied, un- 
comfortably. "But women ought to feel that home is the 
place for them. I've no patience with these new-fangled 
notions about women's voting and such stuff; it's prepos- 
terous," he added, roughly. 

Laura, never over patient, was fast waxing wroth ; 
" And I believe thoroughly, in giving the ballot to every 
woman, as well aa to every man ; " she said, firmly. 

" Pretty figure they'd cut in time of war ! " sneeringly ; 
"If women vote they must fight." 

" And, logically, the men who can't fight must not 
vote 1 " retorted Laura, with a glance at Mr. Moulder's 
heavy figure and face, lined with wrinkles. 

" That's diSerent," growled Mr. Moulder, fiushing 
angrily. 

"My dear, I'm sure you would give women what is 
justly their due," remonstrated Mrs. Moulder, gently. ■ 

" Women ought not to talk about what they don't 
understand," said Mr. Moulder gruffly, and Laura escaped 
from the room. 

This sort of thing was intolerable. Laura felt jarred 
and out of tune, and yet was repentantly conscious that, as 
on many another occasion, she had been too basty. The 
happy afternoon in the Park, the happier evening that was 
coming, ought not to have had so discordant an interlude. 
She longed to escape to some place of calmness and peace, 
and going to her room resumed her hat and sacque. 

"I am going to church, Agnes," she said to Mrs. 
Moulder, whom she met in the hall ; " only around the 
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corner to St. Gabrielle's. If — if Mr. Bradford comes to 
see me before I am at home, please have him asked to 
wait.". 

" Certainly, dear," said Mrs. Moulder, with a smile. 
" You are not afraid ? " 

" Oh, no, it is such a little way, and the streets are full 
of people," 

The church to which Laura bent her steps, was one of 
the finest in the city ; a grand building, rising in solid walla 
of gray stone without and within; softly illumined by 
many gas-lights, that lit up the gorgeous colors of the great 
screen behind the altar, and the magnificent adornments of 
the chancel, shedding a fainter radiance down the aisles, 
and on the band of worshippers, The vaulted roof rose 
deep and blue in lofty mysteiious height ; the walls were 
rich with heavy carvings, and the deep mullioned windows 
sombre with shadows. The feet of belated people echoed . 
on the tessellated pavement of the aisles, and the swell of 
the great oi'gan rolled out in solemn music. 

A blessed calm stole over Laura's spirit as sho entered 
this spot, from whence the cares and sorrows of the world 
seemed banished. Above all the storms and strifes of earth 
there stretched the eternal heavens, and the petty trials of 
life vanished in the thought of eternity. 

•After awhile the Te Deum was sung; the grand strains 
swelling in a triumphant pfflan; the voices of the choir 
i-ising and mingling in exultant harmony. As Laura lis-' 
tened, she seemed to see the dwellers of the past, who had 
been inspired by these thrilling chords. Long lines of 
knights with fierce eyes flashing under plumed helmets, and 
bearing stained banners, the bloody relics of hard-fought 
fields, came filing into a grand old cathedral to kneel and 
join In the chorus that celebrated a battle won, A king, 
fair-haired and handsome, trailed his purple robes up the 
broad aisles of a solemn fane; beautiful women and gaily- 
dressed cavaliers thronging after him to rejoice over his 
release from prison. A queen, pale-browed and SfMj-eyed, 
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led her stalwart soldiers into a dim old charch, to glvo 
thanks for a victory that had cost her the life of a husband. 
All gone now ; faint shades of the past, sporting their little 
hour on the world's stage ; fighting, loving, dying, forever 
departed, vanished like the forgotten sunshine of the days 
in which they lived. A fleeting life, passing away like the 
clouds of a summer morning ; but sometimes, ah, how full 
of sweetness ! For to Laura, sitting in the quiet church, 
through all the service, through all the sermon, though she 
listeued reverently, a Voice was saying in her heart, " Guy 
is coming ! Guy is coming ! " 

Presently the discourse was over ; there was a brief 
pause, and the last hymn was sung : 

" Glory to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the btesBinga of the light." 

Laura's heart repeated the words earnestly, and as slie 
bent her head for the final benediction, she included Guy's 
name in her prayers. A momentary hush, and then the 
rustic of silks and the clatter of many feet on the pave- 
ment, as the congregation passed out. Laura, to whom 
the past hour had been one of ecstacy, felt a sudden chill 
as she left the warm church for the dark cold night. Out- 
aide, there were many persons waiting for friends ; she^ix- 
pected no one, but as she came down the steps, some one 
left the crowd and joined her. It was Frank Heywood. 

" Good-evening," Laura said, with a bright smile ; 
" how came you here f " 

" I went to the house and they told me you were at 
church, BO I came over. I have only a moment to spare; 
I am going away to morrow." 

" So soon ? " 

"Yes, the weather is mild, Maggie is much better, 
and all things are arranged to start by an early train in 
the morning. I only ran up for a moment to bid you 
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"How sorry I am tliat yon are going; that is, for my 
sake; I've no doubt you will enjoy the trip." 

" I think I shall," replied Franlc " I have a lon^ng 
to see the South once more; you know I was born there, 
and it will be delightful to me to breathe again that soft 
air, and see the hills and the pine foreeps." 

" Shall you go to your home ? " asked Laura. 

"No," said Heywood, sadly; "I have no home to go 
to ; that ia, I have no parents or brothers or sisters. As 
for the rest of my people, I shall avoid them rather than 
seek them." 

While they were speaking, the two young people had 
been walking towards Mr. Moulder's, and as the distance 
was short they were presently almost there. 

" You will come ia a moment," said Laura, as they 
approached the house. 

"No, I cannot, I have too much to do; but, Laura, 
before I go I have one word to say to you." 

" Well, what is it ? " 

"You have never told anyone about your first night 
here, have you ? " hesitating. 

Laura's face flushed quickly. " No one but Mrs. 
Moulder." 

" She's trustworthy, no doubt ; but don't tell any one 
else," 

" Why not ? " 

*' The knowledge might be used to your disadvantage. 
There, dear; I feared I should wound yon," he said, look- 
ing into her face, tenderly. "I have wanted to say this 
for a long time, but I have put it off, for fear that you 
might feel hurt. I would not have spoken now, only that 
I did not like to go away without giving you the 
warning," 

They were standing on Mr. Moulder's steps now, and 
as Heywood spoke, Laura reading his heart in hts honest 
gaae, pat out her hand, impulsively. " And I thank you 



_Tuogle 



216 I-ORD AND MASTER. 

for saying it," she exclaimed ; " Fvanli, you are just the 
best and truest friend that ever a girl had I " 

ITie young journalist's eyes sparkled. "I believe that 
yon understand me, Laura," he said ; " and your memory 
will be one of the pleasanteat things that I shall take with 
me." 

At this moment the door was opened by Jane, who had 
just come in, and was very smart in her " Sunday clothes." 
Seeing who it was, she grinned knowingly, and went away 
again, leaving the two on the steps. 

" And yqu can't come in a moment ? " asked Laura. 

"No; I must bid yon good-bye now." He had both 
her hands in hia as he spoke, and he drew her gently 
towards him. 

Laura's eyes grew humid, "I shall miss yoa so much, 
Frank 1 Write to me very soon. Good-bye." 

"Gbod-bye, dear," and he bent towards her and 
touched his lips to her cheek. 

Laura never thought of resenting the action ; indeed 
she was half-tninded to retnra the caress ; Frank seemed 
BO different from other men, " Good-bye I good-bye! " she 
cried, as he ran down tbe steps, following with moist gaze 
the retreating flguro. Then, as he waved his hand for a 
last farewell, she turned to go into the honse. ■ 

At this moment slie caught sight of Guy Bradford- 
He stood at the foot of the steps, looking up at her with 
eyes that seemed burning with a sombre light, and with a 
face that she could see even through the dimness, was des- 
perately pale. 

Her flret impulse was to greet him with a smile ; but 
the smile died away utterly as he raised hia hat to her 
with a cold salutation, and turned away. 

Then it came to her that he bad witnessed the parting 
between her and Heywood, and that he had interpreted it 
by the dictates of his own jealous heart. For an instant 
she was tempted to run after him, and force him to listen 
to an explanation; then the conventional improjiriety of 
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.such an action occurred to her, and elic went slowly into 
the house ; but as she closed the door, it seemed as if the 
darkness of the night was not shut out, but went gloomily 
■'n stairs with her. 



CHAPTER XXX 

MAGGIE GOBS HOUB. 



Tbb next morning very early, a little group of friends 
were assembled in the Jersey ferry-house, to see Maggie 
and Rhoda off. The sun was just coming up, shedding a 
pale light from the eastward over the city ; the air was 
ckill and damp, for there were piles of half-melted snow 
lying beside the street, and a mist was rising fi!t>m the 
viver. Outside, there was a perpetual tramp of vehicles, 
as wagons, carriages and trucks, passed across the wooden 
way, and rumbled down to the boats. Within there was 
a hurrying rush of eager people, crowding to the ticket- 
office, and then passing in single file through the narrow 
gateway ; a human tide that ebbed all day, that never 
flowed, and yet that never ceased, ' 

Maggie and Hhoda had come down in Mrs, D'Arcy's 
carriage, and now the sick girl was seated on one of the 
narrow, hard benches, waiting a nioment to bid her friends 
good-bye. She looked very palej but there was the light 
' of a happy excitement in her great blue eyes. Rhoda, 
neatly dressed, stood by her, seeming to have no thought 
but for her companion, whose every motion she watched 
with anxious care. Mrs, D'Arcy hovered near the two' 
girls, her fine face soft with motherly tenderness. 

Good Bridget Malone, who had come in, panting and 
puffing, had jast hurried up to the group. Her broad vis- 
age was quite red with the nip of the frosty air, and a 
smile was struggling around her mouth, though her kind 
eyes had a suspicious dampness about them, 
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" Hei'e ye are, the crayther I " sbe cried, coming up to 
Maggie. "Sarvice to ye's, me leddy," to the doctor; 
" share it's glad I am that I'm in toime." 

" Why Biddy ! " exclaimed Maggie, with a faint smile; 
" did you come way down here to see me off? " 

" I did, me laroh, I did," bending near the sick girl ; 
" and I thought I'd niver git across the atrate, at the last," 
she went on, to the company generally. " "What iver way 
I wint, thim fellers was a hollerin' at me : 'Out the way, 
now I ' and, ' Move on, will ye ? ' and swearin' 'till ye'd 
crip to hear thim. SKure they're an awful lot, thim mml " 

" I'm glad you got here, Biddy," said Rhoda, 

" And here's soniethin' for ye's," Bridget whispered to 
Rhoda, drawing her aside, and presenting a basket neatly 
covered with paper. " Jist some doughnuts and cookies 
I made up for ye's ; they'll be nice to ate in the cars 
maybe." 

" Oh, thank you I " cried Rhoda, warmly ; her dark 
eyes filling with tears. " How good you all are ! " 

" There's Mr. Heywood I " exclaimed Mrs. D'Arcy, as 
the young journalist came in, his delicate face looking 
blue with the chill of the early morning. 

At the mention of hia name, Rhoda glanced towards 
him, and a quick flush swept over her features. Frank 
turned to them all with a bow and a smile, and then went 
to the office to buy his ticket, 

" I think we had better go on, now," said Mrs. D'Arcy, 
who was going over the ferry with the girls; "this is a 
poor place for Maggie to be waiting." 

At this moment a woman, shabbily-dressed and forlom- 
looking, made her way through the crowd, arid came hur- 
rying up to them. It was Mi-s. Bludgett. Her woadei-ful 
bonnet was on one side ; her shawl was dragged up over 
one shoulder; her dress, which was quite long, showed 
traces of the street mud. In her hands she carried six 
huge oranges, which, as soon as she came near enough, 
she poured clumsily into Maggie's lap. .-- i , 
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"1 couldn't get here before," she gasped; "Bludgett 
waa late this morning ; but there, I brought you these." 

"Oh, thank you, Molly; thank you!" said Maggie; 
"you're very kind,'^ 

" It ain't much," responded Mrs. Bludgett; " and I 
can't stay a minute ; I don't know what he'd do if he should 
find me here," glancing apprehensively over her shoulder. 

"We will put some of these in your bag, I think," said 
Mrs. D'Aroy, gently taking the fruit out of Maggie's lap; 
and with Ehoda's help she disposed of it in a neat travel- 
ling satchel, that already showed signs of being well pro- 
vided with eatables. " Now, my dear, we really must go ; 
Mr. Heywood is waiting at the gate for us, come, my dear." 

With the assistance of Mrs. D'Arcy and Rhoda, Maggie 
rose, and thus supported, walked feebly across the wide 
room; Biddy, who scarcely attempted to conceal her tears, 
following with her basket, and Mrs. Bludgett stealing after 
them, with every now and then a timid backward look. 

At the gate, Maggie and Rhoda turned to bid their 
faithful friends farewell. 

" Good-bye, and God bless ye, my lamb," sobbed Brid- 
get, kissing Maggie's thin cheek. " The Vargin purtect 
her ! " she murmured, as she drew a little back to give a 
parting kiss to lihoda. 

"Good-bye, Maggie, good-bye," said Mrs. Bludgett; 
then motioning Rhoda aside a step—" Here, Rhody, here's 
something I thought you'd like to have," producing from 
under her Bbawl a gaily-covered book. "^It's the 'Bound- 
less Blunderbuss, or Cunning Crucified,' " she whispered, 
mysteriously; " and it's awful exciting." 

" Thank you, Molly," Rhoda said, with a smile; "good- 
bye ; take care of yourself ; " she added, significantly. 

So the little group passed through the gateway, Maggie 
turning once, her blue eyes looking hack with a strange 
wistful sadness, in a gaze that seemed to pass beyond the 
waiting women, and seek oat some form, imagined rather 
than seen. / -- i 
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A moment after, the cold damp air of tbe river struck 
the sick girl with a sudden chill, and she drew her shawl 
around her mouth, as a violent fit of coughing shook her 
meagre frame. Khoda and Mra. D'Arcy hurried her into ' 
the ferry-boat, and there presently Frank Heywood joined 
them. Only for a short time, however. After greeting 
them, he passed on to the front of the boat, eo as to be 
among the first to leave it and secure a good seat in the 
care. Thanks to this, when Maggie at last, with feeble 
steps, reached the train, an excellent place was provided 
for her; and Mrs. D'Arcy saw her seated by Rhoda, with 
her basket and shawls at her aide, and every an-angement 
possible for her comfort on the long journey. Then the 
good lady bade her friends good-bye, and a moment after 
she left the car, the engine gave a final snort, and started 
away on its swift rush through the country. 

All that day and all the next night the travellers jour- 
neyed, borne on almost without pause ; sliding past quiet 
villages ; baiting a moment at busy cities j then away in a 
swift race, waking the echoes in the still open country, as 
the train sped through leafless forests, or dashed across 
wide fields, stretching brown or snow-clad on either side. 
The iron wheels rung out their monotonous chime ; soft 
over the sandy road, lond at every bridge and causeway 
through all the long hours of daylight and the still longer 
hours of night. The sun came up at first dim and watery, 
rising higher and flinging a warmer glow over the win- 
try landscape ; then sinking down to the west and 
hiding among low-lying clouds that veiled the horizon. 
The stars came out one by one in the deep heavens, glowing 
brighter as the shadows gathered, until they shone a myr- 
iad diamonds on the black vault overhead. 

Towards morning a ghostly old moon hang her horned 
crescent above the hills, showing wan and weird through 
the skeleton branches of the trees, illnmining to silvery 
beaaty the smoke-wreaths as they floated off in fantastic 
curls along the track. 
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Another day dawned and still the travellers were on 
their way. Maggie was beginning to look very pale and 
tired now ; but there were many miles yet to be traversed. 
The sick girl had passed but a restless night; and after 
awhile on this seooiid morning, fell into a sleep which lasted 
some hours. When she awoke, the sun, which still smiled 
upon them, was declining once more; but at the first 
glance . she gave from the window, her eyes flashed witli 
delight. 

" There are the hills ! " she cried ; " open the window^ 
please 1 Oh, I am aIm.ost home ! " 

Frank, who had been as tenderly devoted as any 
brother to the two girls, drew ap the sash, admitting the 
air that was soft with a peculiar balmiiless unknown to 
more frigid climes. 

The scene around them had indeed changed ; the snow 
and the ioe had vanished entirely, the grass was waving 
green on every sunny slope, the low hills were covered 
with pine trees, and away in the horizon, high piled 
against the sky, were the forest- clothed heights of the Blue 
Bidge. 

A new animation came to Maggie. " See how the 
water rans in the cricks I " she said, giving the southern 
pronanciation to the word, and pointing to the mad moun- 
tain-streams that were dashing down the hill-sides, gully- 
ing deep the yellow soil, their bright waves flashing in the 
Eunshine. "There must have been a big 'fresh,' this 
season I and oh, Ehoda, look i quick now, under the pine 
trees there I the eye-brights arfl all in flower I " 

" The eye-brights," repeated Bhoda, bewildered. 

"Yes, that is what they call them here. Look now at 
the foot of the trees, don't you see ? Great beds of little 
white flowers?" and she pointed with her thin hand 
eagerly at tlie white blossoms of the anemone that lifted 
then- starry eyes to the spring sunshine, 

" I see, dear," said Rhoda ; " and there are violets, too ; 
I saw a tuft just now, close to an old stump " 
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" How deliciouH tlie air in 1 " Magpe ran on, leaning 
her head out to catch the soft southern treeze. " And 
look at that tnmhle-down house, with the gourds hanging 
on a pole in front of it, and. the little darkies rolling in the 
sand ; and see, yonder, that old cracker wagon on the 
cross-road. Oh, Rhoda ! it will give me new life ',o be 
among the scenes and the people that I belong to." 

" I hope it will, darling ; but don't exert youj-self too 
much; you know we have a long way to make yet." 

"I will be quiet, dear," said Maggie; "for it does hurt 
me to talk against this noiee;" and she leaned back, look- 
ing out in rapt enjoyment of the familiar scenes. 

Heywood, too, seemed to be strongly affected by the 
landscape that recalled so vividly the home of his child- 
hood. His strange eyes had a deep yearning in their gaze, 
and there was a nameless shade on his delicate features. 
Rhoda, who had watched him whenevei- he had been with 
them during the journey, watched him now, with a singu- 
lar intentness in her gaze. 

All the afternoon the train was moving at a very differ- 
ent rate of speed from that at which they had been going 
further north; stopping every now and then at solitary 
houses, or what soomed to be an utter wilderness, but 
which turned out to be a station from which people came 
and went. And at one of these lonely halting-places Mag- 
gie and Bhoda's journey came to an end. This place was 
as forlorn as any of the others; a clapboard building, with 
a mde unpainted platform running along one side of it. 
Ho dwellings to be seen, only a bit of scrubby forest on 
the one side, and a field of broom-grass wavuig yellow on 
the other side of a red clay road, heavy and hopeless 
looking. To Maggie, however, the spot was very wei- 

" Here we are I " she cried, as the train halted; start- 
ing up in her excitement aud going forward almost without 
help from Rhoda. 

Trank Heywood followed with the wraps and baskets 

H,-s-sdt> Google 



LOUD AND MASTER. 223 

to tbe door, but he was not to leave the oars liere, aad the 
moment for bidding his traveliiiig companions farewell 
had come. Tiiey both shook his hand very, cordially. 
Maggie thanking him with tears in her eyes for his tender 
care and kindness; Rhoda holding his fingers for a few 
seconds, hesitatingly, almost as if she would say a word to 
him beyond those of farewell ; but there was no time for 
delay, and after a brief instant she passed him with some 
murmured expressions of adieu. For a little they saw his 
elender figure as he stood on the platform waving his hat 
to them; then the rumbling train disappeared into a pine 
forest. 

Beside the station-house there stood drawn up a tumble- 
down old cariyail with a sleepy-looking black driver, and 
into this conveyance the two girls presently got; Maggie 
etill feverishly excited as she looked with childish eager- 
ness at every object they passed : the russet-colored scmb 
oak to whoso branches last year's loaves still clung, the 
grass and flowers by thewayside, and moat of all, the dis- 
tant blue hills. A brooding atillnesa seemed to reiga over 
the scene, and there was a spicy freshness in the silent air- 
As they di-ove slowly on they could hear the wild carol 
of some unseen bird's song; the pei-petual chirp of the 
frogs in'the low-ljdng swamps, the. hum of the summer 
insects that were already abroad. 

They had not very far to drive, for which Rhoda was 
thankful; as the road was of the worst description, and the 
pounding and plunging must certainly be bad for her 
feeble companion. After going about a mile the way 
made a turn, and they came in sight of a little house 
standing by itself under the shade of a great willow tree. 
A house so small, so poor, so shabby, that even Rhoda 
was a little shocked when Maggie cried, joyfully : 

" There is our place ! " 

There was a broken fence about the tiny cabin; a welt, 
with ,B«8 winging "sweep," in one corner of the yard; and 
Bomev bright tins shining on a bench at one side. There 
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waa no path leading to the Aoot, for ^he earth abont the 
Louse was all beaten hard; but beyond it, at the back, 
there was a small garden-patch Where vegetablca were 
planted and a few early flowera were in bloom. 

As the rattling vehicle drew up before the house there 
was a sound of one moung withm, and a ^eiy old colored 
-woman came hurrying out bhe was tall and gaunt ; a 
dark calico, faded to dinginesa -ftith many i^ ashings, hung 
about her bony figure, and a turban ot bnght cloth was 
wound around her head. As -^he caught sight of the siek 
gii-l she hastened to her with a cry of delight : 

" De Lord bress my precious honey, pickaninny ! is you 
done come baok to ole mammy ? " 

Maggie, her eyes full of tears, sprang out of the car- 
riage into her old nurse's arms. " Annt Phcebe, aunt 
Phffibe," she sobbed ; " I'm so glad to be home 1 " kissing 
the wrinkled black face again and again. And mamma?" 
" You're mamma is in de house, honey, she ain't been 
bery smart dese here days; but she 'specs yon, she'll be 
powerful glad to see you and de young missus; " she added, 
politely. 

Maggie ran on with her nurse, while Rhoda waited to 
look after the baggage and pay the driver ; going then to 
the h!>use to join her friend. 

The door of the oottage opened directly into a small 
■ room, carpetless and bare. On one side was a high dresser, 
or » chest of drawers," with a cheap picture above ; there 
were some straw-bottomed chairs staodi.ig about, a lounge 
was drawn up near the fire, an^ before it was spread- a bit 
of rug. In the deep chimney a pile of lightwood was 
burning with a cheerful blaze, and on the lounge lay a 
little pale wotnan, almost as pale as Maggie herself; a 
shrivelled bit of humanity, dressed in a veiy old white 
wrapper. Beside her, Maggie was kneeling, weeping in 
her arms, and Rhoda knew that at last the siok girl's prayer 
was granted and she had found her mother. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

L GKAND DINNEE-PAEir. 



There came to Laura Stanley after Frank Heywood's 
departure, a weary time. She heard from him occasionally, 
and bia letters to her or in the papers, were almost the 
pleasantest things in her life. Her other friends were al- 
most lost to her. Mrs. D'Ai'cy had one of her daughters 
and her family with her, on a visit, and was bo much ab- 
sorbed with them, that Laura scarcely saw her at all. 
Guy Bradford slio did not meet after that unfortunate 
evening; he never called on l^er; she never saw him at his 
house, nor did she again linger there in hopes of meeting 
him ; for there was something in Mrs. Bradford's manner, 
that made her feel as if the kind lady had heard froih her 
son his vereion of what had passed, and when the two met, 
she had a way of looking at Laura, in a gently grieved 
manner, as if the young teacher had done her some injury 
which was very bad, and yet for which she could not be 
blamed. As for Mr. Fitlas, he had disappeared entirely 
from the scene ; having departed on ano6i\er of those im- 
mense trips which were the principal occupation of his 
life. 

The days and weeks passed on, and Laura struggled 
to meet cheerfully, the duties of her monotonous life. Her 
round of teaching was distasteful to her ; her home was 
not comfortable ; almost everything that to her made up 
the charm of life, was denied to her. But still she toiled 
on, never giving way to the melancholy that woold have 
overwhelmed her if she had yielded to it. Working hard 
everyday in the tread-mill round; displaying a quiet heroism 
that was better than the rash bravery that has won renown 
to men on cruel battle-fields. 

In one direction she had her reward; her untiring in- 
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dustry made her life easier to her than it would have been 
■ffithoat it ; and loVing her art as she ever did, its exercise 
■when she could choose its subjects was a pleasure. Still 
existence seemed to the young teacher very sad-colored; 
she would walk sometimes of an afternoon on Fifth avenue 
and see other girls, no older than, herself, driving by m 
elegant carriages, or strolling past her with their fnends; 
and a sigh, hard to repress, would rise to her lips, not of 
regret for the mere luxuries, bat for the friendliness, the 
comparuonsbip, the happiness, that was denied to her ! 

Once when she was out walking thus, she met Flora 
Livingston. Her sister Maud was with her. Maud, hand- 
somer than ever, her rare dazzling beauty set off by the 
paleness, the aobdned look that had stolen over Flora's once 
bright face. Laura passed the two with a ceremonious 
bow; but a moment after was surprised to hear her name 
called, and to find Flora close beside her. Laura turned 
with a glad smile of greeting, and Flora, as she shook her 
friend's hand, said, hurriedly: 

" I can't stay a moment, only tell me if you are at the 
8,anie plS*3e yet¥" 

" Yes." 

" And will be for some time ? " 

"Ithinkso.;' 

"If you do move, please send me word at once, and 
i^ura,"very earnestly; " don't think that because I don't 
come 'to see you I don't think of you often ; I do, and I 
believe you are the best friend I have." . 

« I will always try to be, dear," _ ^^ 

" I know you will, but I must go now, Maud is waiting.'^ 

."Stop one moment, Flora; is the wedding-day fixed ? " 

« Yes," replied Flora, with a faint blush ; " haven't you 
heard ? It is to be immediately after Lent, on the thir- 
teenth of April." 

« So soon ! " for it was late in March, now. 

"Yes, good-bye; " and Flora turned back to rejoin her 
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Bister, wlio had stood all this time with a look of contempt- 
uous disapproval on her curling lip. 

As FJora rejoined her she said, crossly : " I don't see 
what you wanted to speak to that girl for, Flora;, she is 
entirely out of oor get." 

" She is an old friend of mine, and I shall always speak 
to her when I raeet her," replied Flora, with a flush that 
showed that the old spirit was not wholly dead yet, 

" Well, we must hurry home, now ; we shan't have any 
more than tim« t<i dress, as it is," 

Maud spoke the truth in this ; there was to be a grand 
dinner-party at the Livingstons' that evening, the last before 
the wedding, the invitations to which were to go out on 
the mori-ow, and when the two girls reached the house, 
Mrs. Livingston met them with some anxioaa hurrying 
words: 

"You must make haste, girls; half-past four, now, and 
ail these people coming at seven ! " 

"There," said Maud to, Flora; "I told you we ought 
not to have stopped for anything," 

" And for my part I would have been glad to be out so 
late that I should have missed the whole evening," replied 
Flora, as she went to her room. 

At seven o'clock, Maud and Mrs. Livingston were down 
stairs, ready to receive their guests ; but Flora was still in 
her room. She was sitting in her boudoir, ready di-eased. 
A heavy lilac silk, with point-laoe frills, giving her a sort 
of matronly appearance, which accorded well with the 
. pensive style of her loveliness. She was in a chair, drawn 
up before the flre, which burned in a tiny grate; her small 
feet raised to the fender j her fair head supported on her 
ungloved hand. A knock at the door startled her from her 
reverie, which seemed anything but a cheerful one, 

" Come in," she said, languidly, and a very pretty and 
elegantly-dressed lady entered the room. A dark-haired 
lady, with brilliant black eyes, sparkling white teeth, and 
a glowing complexion; a lady, whose every movement w 
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full of a vivacity that was attractive, though jjei-haps not 
always quite natural. 

This was Mrs. De I.ancy Winthrop, formerly Misa 
Henrietta Lennox, and one of Flora's intimate friends. A 
year ago she had made a so-called excellent match with a 
millionaire, old enough to be her father. As Flora saw her 
she put out her hand to gi-eet her cordially, and Mrs. Win- 
throp cried : 

" You naughty puss, I am sent for you. Yonr mamma 
is in quite a fret that you are not down yet, and was going 
to send Clarisse up with some cross message, when I inter- 
ceded, and asked to be allowed to go for you, as I wanted 
to see some of the pretty things that have come since I was 
here last." 

" I am very glad you came," said Flora ; " for that will 
give me an excuse for being late." 

" And now, what have you got to show me ? " . 
" There are the presents on the table," resumed Flora, 
indifferently ; pointing to a litter of opened boxes, and 
tissue-paper, and cotton, from among which shone the 
gleam of silver and gold. 

" Oh, how lovely ! how sweet ! " cried Mrs. Winthrop, 
going into ecstasies over the various pretty objects, while 
Flora looked on with an amused smile. " You don't seem 
to care much for them," said the lively lady, at last. 

" No," replied Flora, "I don't. One gets bored even 
with presents after awhile, and I have had so many." 

" What a queer girl you are. Flora ! Why, when I 
was married, I thought the bridal gifts were the beat thing 
about it," with a shrug ; "but there, we must go down or 
i shall be scolded as well as you." 

" Stop a moment," said Flora ; " who has come ? " 
"Oh, nearly everybody, I fancy. Mrs. Courteney ia 
there ; she has on the heaviest mauve silk I've seen this 
season, and such lovely duchess lace ! Aunt Murray is 
there. Isn't she prim, though ! I always fancy she is 
watching me with those gimlet eyes; and the Thorntons 
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are there, and that fascinating young German, Ernstein. 
I mean to have a flirtation with him this evening ; he has 
the prettiest eyes I've seen this season," she added, with 
the air of a connoisseur, 

" Oil, Etta ! How can you talk so." 

" Que voulez-vous, chh-ief One must have some ex- 
tiitement ; in another year, you wili be amusing youraeif in 
the same way." 

" I think not," said Flora, " It isn't my style ; bat- 
bat Etta, are these all the people that are down staira ? " 

" No ; oh, how stupid I am ! He is there, my dear, of 
course you only caro for that infoi-mation, Mr, Le Roy 
is there, looking as handsome and cold as ever. By the 
way, Flora, perhaps it will be just as well if ybii don't 
cai'e for flirting ; he doesn't look like a man that would be 
very patient with anything of that sort ; " she added, sig- 
nificantly. 

The two ladies presently descended to the large drawing- 
room, reaching it only in time to take their places in the 
procession to the dinner-table. Mr. Le Roy led Flora in, 
of course, and on the way took occasion to say a word of 
disapprobation : 

" Flora, you were late down." 

"Tes," she replied, shortly. 

" I trust that this is not a habit of yours ; punctuality 
is one of the virtues that I priae most highly, I am never 
behindhand myself, and I don't like those who are with me 
to be so." 

Flora made no answer ; her face colored a little, but as 
they reached the dining-room at this instant, an answer 
was not necessary. 

At the table Flora sat between Mr. Le Roy and Mr. 
Ernstein,, The young German several times made an at- 
tempt to talk with her, but as his next neighbor on the 
other side was Mrs, Winthrop, who appeared resolved to 
be as good as her word and open a flirtation with him, he 
was kept so much occupied that he had little opportunity 
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for more than a few words to Flora, who was thus left for 
entertainment, to the solemn commonplaces of Mr. Le Roy. 

The dinner was a very stately one, served d lu Musse, 
and occupying several hours in its dJsuus&ion. The table 
■was brilliant with silver and gold plate; dressed with flow- 
ers, and sparkling with elegant glass; but as the moments 
went by, Flora's fa<!e grew more and more weaiy, and in 
her lovely eyes there was a look of settled sadness. 

It oaiiie to an end at last, the long meal, as does eveiy- 
thing earthly, and the company moved back to the draw- 
ing-room. Mrs. Winthrop, who appeared to have ar- 
ranged her evening's work to her satisfaction, retired to 
the shadows of a bow-window with Ernstein, where a very 
animated conversation appeared to be progressing between 
them; though every now and then the young German's 
dark eyes would follow Flora's graceful figure with a gaze 
so intense as sadly to interfere with the proper replies to 
his corapa n y notl gB. 

Fl a wi for a 1 ttle while left at leisure to move 
abont an ong the t,ue ts b it presently Mr. Le Roy cam^ 
up to he and n b ai imperious manner drew her 

away to a seit on a sofa 

"T do t look ve y well this evening, Flora," he 
said; you ire p le or t your dress? I should have 
thought 1 ho o Id s t yo ," looking at her as one might 
at a doll one was attiring. . "I'm afraid it is too trying. 
Why don't you wear pink, like Maud ? " and he glaneed 
at that young lady, who was standing near, brilliantly 
handsome in a rose-hued silk. 

Flora changed color a little. " She is quite a different 
style from me, you know," she said, gently ; then added 
with more spli-it, " I have sometimes thought she would 
suit you best;" watching his face closely. 

Mr. Le Roy's cold eyes tarned with a slow deliberation 
from one sister to the other, "No," he said, calmly; "she 
is too prononce&/ you are more the sort of a woman I ad- 
mire ; quiet and gentle." 
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" You think I shall be a sort of patient Grisell ! " 

" t hope so," he replied, gravely. "She always seemed 
to me quite the model for a wife." 

" I am afraid I should hardly have been so meek under 
the trials to which she submitted," Flora said; and there 
■was a little spark of defiance in her eyes. 

"ToH will be put to no such teata, of course," j^plied 
Mr. Le Roy; "but I have no fear, pretty one. I can aee 
that your nature is quietness itself 1 " his gaze resting 
upon her with a look of lordly approbation. 

Flora's head drooped a little. " Perhaps not always," 
she said. 

" I will trust you," Mr. Le Roy affirmed, graciously. 
" I have watched you very closely for the past two seasons. 
Yon are always amiable, though perhaps a trifle too exci- 
table, bat that you will overcome, doubtless ;" — with a 
magnanimous wave of the hand — " I have very strict ideas 
of what women should be; I wholly disapprove of any- 
thing in the least fast; now look at Henrietta Winthrop," 
pointing to where that lady, always in the prosecution of 
her flirtation, had seated herself beside Ernstein on a low 
couch, and was looking over a book of photographs with 
him, their heads in singularly close proximity; " I corisider 
such conduct perfectly diagiacefull " Mr. Le Roy went 
on, severely; "and I shall wish you to discontinue your 
intimacy with her m the futuie I have a horror of any- 
thing that even buggest"* an irapropfiety." 

Did no remembrance of his own conduct to Maggie 
occur to him ? no thought of her ruined life ? no fear of 
the solemn words, " Judge not, that ye be not judged ? " 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 



PLOEA SEEKS FREEDOM. 



One aftevnoon, Laura Stanley waa at work in the galteiy 
of the Academy of Deaign. She was engaged upon a study 
of the head of Clytie, which was the subject she had chosen 
for her competiiive drawing, and which she was executing 
with great paina in tlie hope of winning the prize. In the 
long room there were several other pupils, all working like 
herself in silence; ai'ound them stood the pale forms of 
many statues. Here the graceful Apollo, immortal in his 
majestic beauty, there the homble group of the Laocoon, 
forever writhing in deathless agony, beyond the exquisite 
beauty of the Venua of Milo, lovelier even in mutiiation than 
the moat elaborate efforts of modern sculpture. 

The light came into the room through the high windows 
but dimly, for it was raining heavily outside, and the thick 
clouds of a long stoiin hung low. Once or twice, Laura 
glanced up a little anxiously; she was much interested in 
her work, and feared that the gathering gloom would force 
her to leave it. 

The door leading into the gallery opened, and a gentle- 
man came down the steps, the tap of his boot-heels on the 
bare floor striking out sharply in the ailenee. Laura never 
noticed his entrance, and was somewhat startled when he 
came cloae to her and called her by name. She turned 
quickly, and recognized Rudolph Ernstein, whom she had 
met at Mrs. D'Arcy's on New Yeai''s day. 

" Miss Stanley," he said ; " excuse me for disturbing you; 
but I have a note for you from your friend Miss Living- 
ston," 

" Fj'om Flora I " exclaimed Laura, putting down her 
pencils quickly, and taking the little, missive. 

" Yes ; I think it is somewhat important, as she gave it 
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to me this morning, and asked me to take it to you ae soon 
aa I could; that must be my apology for venturing here." 

"You are quite right, and very kind," Laura said, 
briefly, aud she opened the envelope,'the young German 
looking at her with intense Interest as she read the note, 
which ran as follows: 
" Dkak La DBA, 
paat five. Don't 



) ttia eveDing in Madison sqEaro at talf- 
" Your wretcliod 



" Apra Wh." 

The writing was scrawled as if written in a desperate 
hurry^ and there were two deep lines under the date. As 
Laura noticed this, she looked up at the yoang man with a 
questioning trouble in her eyes. 

" April twelfth," she repeated ; " why to-morrow will be 
her wedding-day ! " 

"I suppose RO," Ern stein answered, with a slow color 
rising in his face. 

Laura regarded him keenly. " Do you know the con- 
tents of this note, Mr. Ernstein ? " she asked, 

■ " No," he said. " But pray command me, if I can be 
of assistance in any way," very eagerly. 

" Thank you," Laura said, a little coldly ; " I don't see 
how you can aid us ; but I am very much obliged to you 
for bringing the note," more kindly ; " it is but just in 
time," 

" Miss Flora said you must have it by five o'clock," he 
explained. " I went to your house with it, and they told 
me you were here. So I followed you as quickly as I 
could." 

" That was very good of you, I'm sure," Then putting 
up her drawing- materials rapidly, she added : " I must go 
at onoe, so I will beg you to excuse me. Good-evening," 

Thus dismissed the young man had no choice but to go^ 
he lingered a moment, but there was no encouragement in 
Laura's face, and he went slowly away. , , . 



234 LORD AND MASTER. 

The young lady put on her hat and loug waterproof, 
and, taking her umbrella, went out into the storm. Her 
watch told her that it was twenty minutes past five, as she 
left the great whit& building and went down the street. 
She had but a short distance to go, and was presently in 
the Square. 

The rain swept with a monotonous rush across the open 
space, flattening the fresh-apringing grass, scourging the 
gray pavements, running off in streams on either aide of 
the path. The trees, stilt leafless, dripped moisture from 
every swollen bud; the benches beside the way were de- 
serted and forlorn-looking ; only here and there a drenched 
woman or hurrying man passed rapidly across the walks. 

It was an uncomfortable spot in which to wait, and as 
Laura had no especial point of rendezvous to which to 
turn, slie oould only stroll slowly about, peering at every 
pasaer-by. 

The sun was just about setting, and low in the western 
horizon there waa a lurid gleam; but the. clouda were so 
heavy, and the rain fell in such blinding torrents, that It 
was difficult to see far through the dimness. Twice Laura 
had crossed the length of the Park, and was beginning to 
feel uncomfortably wet, when some one came hurrying to- 
wards her, down a cross-path. Even when she saw the 
slight figure, Laura was not certain it was her friend ; she 
was like hei-self wrapped in a waterproof, and on her head 
waa pinned a thick blue veil, so that it was only when her 
own name was pronounced with a sort of gasping cry, 
that she was sure that it was Floi'a Livingston. 

"I hope I haven't kept you waiting long, Laura," she 
said, catching hold of her arm. " Come, let us hurry." 

" Where ? " demanded Laura, in amazement. 

^'To the depot; I can tell you all there." 

Checking her curiosity, Laura hastened on, with Flora 
flinging to her arm, and saying nervously, now and then ; 
"Ton don't see any one following, do you ? " 

It was but a few momenta' walk to the big ugly brick 
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■building, from which travellei-s then took theii' way over 
the Harlem Railroad, and presently the two girls stood 
dripping in the long bare room, supposed to be adapted to 
the wants of "The Ladies," a hopelessly dreary apart- 
ment, -with ragged oil-cloth on tlie floor, wom-ont sofas 
and chairs scattered about, stained walls and dirty win- 
dows, on which the rain was beating heavily. Some time 
wouldelapsebeforethe departure of the next train, and there 
were no other occupants of the room, but a tired woman 
caressing a liaby, and a stout Irish girl asleep in a corner. 

Laura and Flora seated themselves on one of the sofas, 
their wet garments making a little lake of moisture about 
them, and then Flora lifted her veil, showing a white and 
frightened face. 

" How cold it is ! " she shivered. " Do you think any 
one can see in here ? " apprehensively. 

" No, oh no, the windows are too high from the 
ground." 

" Change seats with me, so that no one can see me from 
the door," Flora went on, and Lanra complied with the 



" Now, dear, what does all this mean ? " she asked. 

" I am going to run away," said Flora, with a sudden 
resolution in her lovely eyes ; " and you are the only person 
I could think of to help me." 

" To run away 1 " repeated Laura, hiankly., 

" Yes, Laura, I can't many Mr. Le Roy ; I cannot do 
it 1 " piteously. " I tried to avoid it at the first, as you 
. know, but they persuaded me into the engagement. Since 
then, a hundred times I have thought I would break it off, 
but I had not the courage ; now, I am desperate ! " she 
went on, almost wildly, " I would rather do anything, 
submit to anything, than be his wife ! " with a shudder of 
strong disgust. 

"You are right," said Laura, eagerly; "it is a pity, 
that you put it off so long ; but it is far better to escape now 
than to wreck your happiness for life," _^ 
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"Yes, it will be an escape," Flora repeated ; " an escape 
like that from a dungeon ; like that from death ! Laura 
you don't know what I have euftered in these last three 
months ; I have tried to like him, I have, honestly." The 
blue eyes looking out appealingly from under the damp 
hair that hung in dieordered curls low on her forehead. 

" I believe you havq, dear." 

" Yes, I have said to myself, he is handsome and dis- 
tinguished and wealthy, and I shall be happy ; but I knew 
in my heart all the time, that I shonld not be happy ! If 
he had been kind to me, a little gentle, I think I could have 
gone on," plaintively; "but he is a born tyrant ! I must 
submit to his wishes with unquestioning obedience. I 
must dress and act, aa it suits him ; I must endure his 
caresses aa it pleases him to have me," with an indignant 
flush ; " I should be a slave bound hand and foot, if I married 
him, and I cannot 1 I cannot ! " 

"No, darling, no," said Laura soothingly; "you 
shall not marry him if I can help you to prevent it; but 
tell me what you propose to do ? " 

" I hardly know," responded Flora ; " except that I am 
going to take the next train out of town. I never made 
up my mind to run away until last night. He was alone 
with me all the evening ; and — and — I felt that I could 
never go through another such interview. It degrades me 
even to think of it ! " she exclaimed, hotly. 

Laura patted her hand gently ; " "Well, dear, you need 
not now." 

" No, I -vvill forget it if I can," Flora said more calmly; 
" when I went to my room last night, I resolved to run 
away,- and to get you to help me. How to send you a note I 
could not think. I dared not trust the mail, and I could 
not send one of the servants. I was in the hall this^ morn- 
iag when Mr, Ernstein rang the bell. I saw who it was 
•and thought I could coniide in him ; he looks very kind ! " 
with a faint sigh. " He only asked for mamma. It seems 
he is going away and called to bid good-bvs. He was 
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shown into tbe 5rawing-room, I ran to the library and 
Bcrawled that note, then to the drawing-room before mamma 
was down. How startled he was when I came in 1 He said 
1 looked like a ghost ; and I suppose I did. When I gave 
him the note, he cried out in his eager foreign fashion, that 
he woald deliver it for me if it cost him his life, and then 
he took both my hands so eagerly I " with a faint smile. 
"I had oniy just time to say all I wanted and bid him 
good-bye, when I heard the rustle of mamma's dress. You 
don't think any one could come here ?" she broke off sud- 
denly, catching Laura's band as the door opened. 

" No one for you, I shonld think, dear. There, you see 
it is only another passenger ;" as a stoat old lady waddled 
in, went to the register, from which no beat proceeded, 
and turned away with a look of disgust. " Try to be as 
quiet as you can," Laura urged, "and tell me what you 
intend to do, Flora, for I do not yet understand." 

"I scarcely know myself," replied Flora; "I have left 
that partly to you. I found out there was a ti-ain north 
on this road at half-past six, and I thought perhaps I could 
go to some of your people. I must hide a little while, you 
know; and you can tcii me somewhere to go, can't you ? " 
with a look of anxious appeal. 

Laura was fairly puzzled, and was silent a moment; 
but she was resolved not to add to Flora's troubles, and 
recovering her presence of mind, with a, quick intuition, 
she rapidly arranged what seemed best to do under the 
circumstances. Even this brief deiay troubled Flora, how- 
ever she was watching her companion eagerly, and pres- 
ently said, fretfully : 

" Can't you help me, Laura ? Oh dear 1 how cold and 
wet I am I If you can't do anything for me I will just go 
away and kill myself ! Td sooner a thousand times do 
that, than go home to be married 1 " 

" My dear givi I " Laura remonstrated, gently; " don't 
be so impatient; remember you have taken me completely 
by surprise; but I think 1 can tell you what yon had 
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better do. You can't go to my house, it would not be 
pleasant for you; nor can I go there at present; but I 
have an uncle who lives near Dover Plains, and that you 
know is on this road. This uncle of mine is a kind man 
and will receive ua gladly, no doubt. I say 'us,' for 1 
shall go too." 

" You, Laura ! " 

" Yes, dear, I could not let you go away alone through 
the stoi-m to a strange place ; and then; too, you know 
yonr flight must be well guarded, so that no ugly stories' 
can attach to your name. If you go with me, you will be 
protected from anything of that sort." 

" Oh, Laura 1 how good you are I " the blue eyes soft 
with grateful tears. 

" You are glad to have me go, aren't you, poor 
dear ? " . _ 

" Glad ! oh yes, it will give rae new life and courage t 
I have been so miserable I You think I am right to go, 
don't you ? " anxiously. 

" Yes, if this is the only way in which you can avoid a 
distasteful marriage, you are entirely right." 

" It is the only way," said Flora ; " I could never 
have had the courage to break off anything at home; 
but away, I can be firmer, especially If you are with me; 
you are ao brave and strong," Then presently she said ; 
" I had such a time getting away I I was so afraid some 
one would see me aa I came down stairs; I crept out on 
tiptoe, and could only bring these few things with me in 
this little bag. In my hurry I forgot my overshoes, and 
my feet are very wet, I think that is what makes m,e so 
cold." And indeed her poor lips looked blue with the chill. 

" My dear child ! and there is no fire here I You are 
hungry too, perhaps; you have had no dinner, let rae go 
and got you a cup of tea." 

But Flora would not allow Laura to leave her. " No, 
no," she cried, " don't go away • besides, I could not swal- 
low anything." H.s-.d t; GoOg Ic 
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Lanva tried to make the poor trembling creature Bome- 
wHat comfortable; bat as the passengers began to come in 
rapidly, she gi-ew constantly more nervous, till afc last, 
Laura suggested that they should go outside and walk up 
and down. " I thiak it will really be better than sitting 
here," she said ; " and safer from observation." 

Flora seized the idea, eagerly. Laura bought the tick- 
ets, and the two passed out of the room on to the platform 
beyond. Here they were under cover of a wide roof, but 
the water was sweeping in torrents into the enclosed court 
on which they looked. There were no cars yet on tha 
nearest track, and those at a distance looked black and 
dismal, like miniature prison-houses. Two lanterns at 
either end of the long walk, sent out into the darkness a i-ed 
ray which gleamed here and there on the round surface of 
the wet cobble-stones of the pavement, or shone along the 
iron raih Above their heads there was the roar of the con- 
stantly-falling drops on the roof ; near them the rush of the 
wind as it swept across the city in gusts, driving the restless 
rain before it. 

Up and down, up and down in the gloom, the two girls 
paced slowly. Flora seemed very tired, her feot moved but 
languidly, and she shivered almost constantly with the cold. 
Laura became so alarmed about her at last, that she would 
have had her go back into the passenger-room, which was 
at least warmer than outside, but Flora would not listen to 
this. . 

" No, no, " she cried ; " there are so many people iu there 
that some one might easily come in that I know. Let us 
stay out here, I can walk a good while longer." Then in a 
moment : " Oh, if the cars would onlv come so that we 
could go away I I should feel better, I know, if we were 

■ LaUra tried to while away the weary moments by tell- 
ing her companion about the pleasant farm-house to which 
they were going ; but the poor thing's thoughts were con- 
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Btaiitly -witii the people slio was leaving, and the tronble 
her flight would oaiiae. 

" Do you think it will be a pleasant ^ay to-morrow, 
Laura f " she asked. 

■"I don't know, dear; yei-y likely; there was a little 
light at sunset." 

" What a rush there will be at the church if it is ; and 
what will people say of me ! " 

" Don't think of that now, dear ; see, they are bringing 
the cai^ down ; I think we can get in presently." 

As she spoke, four horaes appeared through the dark- 
ness; their hoofs clattering and slipping on the drenched 
pavement ; the bells on their collars jingling. The two 
girls paused to watch them. They saw them led across 
the yard into a sort of well of obscurity on the other side 
from which the faint glow of a lantern presently shone. 
There was a moment of silence, except for the noise of the 
storm, and then there was a quick tramping, as the hoi-ses 
pulled at the Joad ; the rumble of wheels, and two cai-a 
were drawn slowly forward, showing long lines of lighted 
windows, which cast faint gleams across the blackness of 
the night. 

" Now dear, I think we can go," Laura said, cheerfully. 

" Yes, let us be quick ! See, people are coming out 1 " 
Flora whispered, agitatedly. 

They walked rapidly forward towards the end of the 
car nearest them. As Flora said, a good many people had 
come out on to the platform, and there was some confusion. 
She had pulled down her veil again, and LaurJi felt her 
ti-embling as she drew her foi'ward ; but escape was almost 
at hand. 

The entrance was reached, Laura had raised her hand 
to the iron rail to help Flora ; but just as the fugitive girl 
would have stepped up, a heavy grasp was laid on her 
fihotildev. A cry of utter anguish rang from her lips, for 
there beside her in the gloom, stood Mr. Le Koy ! 
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Hia lace was unusually pale, and there was an angry 
light in his eyes that made tkem shine like polished steeL 
" Flora," he said in a low, gtei-n voice ; " come with 

Laura kept tight hold of the hand that was clutching 
hers convulsively now. " MisiS Livingston is going with 
me," she declared, firmly. 

"I beg your pardon, Miss!" Mr, Le Roy said, haughtilyj 
" I allow no one to interfere here. Flora, I have a carriage 
waiting on Madison avenue. Come I " 

They could not see the poor girl's face for the thick veil 
that shrouded itj but they could hear that she was moan- 
ing piteously. Mr. Le Roy had passed his arm around her 
■waist, though Laura still kept hold of her hand ; she felt it 
fihiver a naoment longer in her grasp ; then the hold re- 
lajred and she saw that the slender figure was drooping and 
Would have fallen but for its support. 

"She has fainted," Mr, Le Roy said, calmly; "stand 
back,. Miss; I can take care of her," 

With a motion that in any one but so elegant a gentle- 
taan would have been called rud^ he pushed Laura aside 
and boro the fainting captive away. 

Laura followed at a little distance, heart-sick with in- 
dignant scorn. But Mr, Le Roy had taken his measures 
well ; two men Were waiting his orders at the Madison 
avenue entrance, and with their aid, he lifted his helpless 
burden into the carriage, which was presently driven away 
and vanished in the darkness, followed by the rush of the 
dreary rain, and the cry of the wild night wind. 
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CHAPTER SXXIII. 



A FASHIONABLE WEDDING. 



The next morning dawned bright and beautiful; the 
very perfection of an early Spring day. - The heavens were 
of that exquisite blue that seems fairly to sparkle with 
light, and only here and there floated lazily a graceful 
white cloud. The city streets, washed by the storm, wei-e 
fresh and clean ; the grass in the squares waved green ; the 
lilacs and willows hung out thin delicate leaves, and the 
hyacinths and tulips flamed their gay blossoms in the 
sunshine. 

Two o'clock was the hour appointed for Flora Living- 
ston's wedding, and Trinity chape!, where the ceremony 
was to take place, had put on a gala appearance. All 
around the chancel there was a wreath of flowers ; the altar 
was dressed with the choicest exotics ; half-way up the 
broad aisle, two young gentlemen with bridal favors in 
their button-holes, held a white satin ribbon, allowing no 
one to pass this airy banker, unless entitled to the privilege 
by cards of invitation. Owing to this precaution there 
were still Bome empty pews reserved for the bridal-party ; 
but the rest of the building was thronged with a fashion- 
able crowd. Outside, a carpet was spread for dainty feet 
to tread on, and on either hand a stout policeman kept 
back from too close eueroaehment the throng of nursery- 
maids, small boys and gaping idlers, who had collected to 
see the bride go in. 

La a Stanley was in the church, seated near the front 
on the s de-aisle, watching with breathless interest for the 
ent 'ince of those whom she could regard only as captor 
and ipt e. The Bradfords were there among the invited 
guests M s. Bradford, aa pleasant-looking an old lady as 
one wo Id wish to see, in her rich purple silk and, black-lace 
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hat; Bessie, a sweet little cre'ature in white muslin, and Mr. 
Bradford and Guy in the regulation-dress of the gentleman 
of the period. 

When he had first caught sight of Laura's earnest face, 
Guy had changed color perceptibly, and now was studying 
her with wistful eager eyes ; while she, in her absorbed 
watch wholly unconscious of the scrutiny, never once 
glanced towards him. Mrs. De Lancy Winthrop was there 
among the particular friends, brilliant in an imported cos- 
tume of cameo shades, and in the absence of her last victim, 
prosecuting a vigorous whispered flirtation with a dark- 
haired stylish-looking young man, Mrs. Courteny's eldest 
son. 

The moments passed slowly on; the organist played 
one selection after another, the gay crowd whispered and 
laughed, but the bride did not come. After two — now 
people are consult th ' w t h 11 th h h 

the organist begi th | Iw y g I th t 

he can leave ofi' t ym t dflytl m jp 

priate tune, A q -t pist tw — th t b gi t 

look impatient ;hh th wll tplyf t 

three. The stoit t w Iks 1 t p t tij th 
ushers go a little wydwth 1 dj gm 
the steps take ab t p Idwtbtt 

Half-past two — p pi gr w g mm 

shake their head m y h j 

Miss Livingston w !! la^t ht 1 tl m fl 

knows not how, th h h L h y 

pale ; Guy, who is watching her, notices this, and wonders 
the cause. The hands on the watches point past the half 
hour, and are turning towards three — suddenly there is a 
bustle outside ; the sexton hurries to the door ; the ushers 
take their places; the organist begins to play a wedding- 
march; every one looks towards the entrance ; the bride is 
coming ! 

First up the aisSe there swept slowly some of the near- 
est relatives- Mr. and Mrs. Courteny, Miss Murray, and 
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certaitt other aunta witH their families. Then appeared 
Mr. Le Roy's tall figure and calm resolute face, advancing 
filowiy witii Mrs. Livingston on his arm. Mrs. Living- 
ston in heavy gray silk and Brussels-lace shawl, her anx- 
ious face more troubled and worried than ueual. 

Immediately following came the bridesmaids and 
groomsmen, six of each; so that for awhile, the aisle 
seemed full of floating tulle and pink roses, the men appear- 
ing as mere insignificant appendages, only tolerated as a 
means of showing off the beauty they accompanied. 
Maud had the place of honor as first bridesmaid, and there 
was a smile on her haughty lips as if she rejoiced that at 
last she had come into her kingdom. 

These all passed on and took their places at the chan- 
cel-rail, and then slowly, slowly, there came up the way 
through the staring crowd, the central figure of this 
pageant, the bride. Leaning on her father's arm ; cling- 
ing to it as if, as it seemed to Laura, without that sup- 
port she would have fallen, Flora walked forward with the 
faltering step of one condemned and led out to doom. 
Her dress was of white silk covered with potnt-laee, the 
costly gift of the bridegroom's sister ; far over the crim- 
son carpet the elegant draperies trailed behind her ; and 
as she passed on, one could catch the gleam of the diamonds 
that hung in her ears and around her throat. The veil fell 
over her face, and only a shadowy outline of fair hair and 
drooping head, could be distinguished under its heavy folds. 

As she reached the steps of the altar she paused for a 
moment, and gave one sudden look backwards, hnt in an 
instant Mr. Le Roy, who Btood awaiting her, pnt out his 
hand and took hers, as if to help her up, never after that 
relaxing his hold. 

The service began; three white- robed priests being in 
attendance to give Scldt to the ceremony. The words fell 
steadily on the now quiet air : 

" If any man can show just cause why they may not 
lawfully be joined together, let him now speak — " 
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A pauae; the bride shook with a sudden convulsive 
struggle, like oue trying to draw away ; but the iroa clasp 
held her fast, and the clergyman's voice rose again. 

"I know a just cause," Laura thought, desperately; but 
she realized full well that it was of no use to protest, and 
in her sorrow and regret she turned away from a sight that 
only pained her. 

At that moment, for the first time her glance met Guy 
Bradford's; he was not far from her, and he was watching 
her with those faithful eyes, so full of the unspoken sym- 
pathy of peat-up passion, that, spite of all the troubled 
thought that had just now oppressed her, Laura's heart 
gave a sudden great bound of happiness, and the eoior came 
flashing back to her cheeks. 

The service proceeded ; the solemn vows were repeated; 
Mr. Le Roy's voice could be heard distinctly pronouncing 
the words that bind a man with so much tenderness, " to 
love and to cherish," Flora's response was wholly inaudi- 
ble. Had she sworn "to love, honor and obey" this man ? 
Then came the last awful declaration : 

" Those whom God hath joined together, let no man put 
asunder." 

Laura's eyes as if spell-bound by an attraction beyondl 
her own volition, turned again to Guy Bradford. Still that 
same devouring regard, A sort of audacity in it now, as 
one who would ask a question. Laura's cheeks were burn- 
ing with a bright carnation, and her gray eyes were so 
eloquent of a response, that she turned them quickly away, 
lest too much of her heart should be revealed. 

Presently the ceremony was complete, and the bride- 
groom, with masterfiil hand, raised the veil that covered 
the brow of the bride. Then she turned so that the crowd 
could see her as she came slowly down the aisle, leaning 
on the arm of the man who was now her husband. 

Her fair face was blanched to a shade of blueness around 
the mouth, her lips were parted as if in some mute en- 
treaty, her eyes were full of a sort of timid horror ; but on 
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either cheek there was a bright scarlet spot, and cnriona 
people staring at her, declared that she looked urLCommonly 
well ; young Courtenay, who considered himself a jndge 
of female loveliness, stating authoritatiTcly, that she was 
"out and away the handsomest hride of the season." 



CHAPTER XXXiy. 

.URi HEADS A DBPUTATIOB". 



The week after the wedding passed to Laura very 
mach like the weeks that had preceded it. She hoped for 
several days that she might have a visit from Guy Brad- 
ford, but he never canie, and the time passed on in the 
steady routine of teaching and study. One morning she 
went as usual t6 her duties at the school, where for -two 
hours every day she was busy in correcting crooked lines, 
pointing out defective spaces, and all the drudgery of 
watching over girls, who were as yet not beyond outline- 
drawing of the simplest sort. As one set of scholars went, 
and another came during the time, there was little to vary 
the monotony of the occupation, and the young teacher 
always welcomed the sound of the twelve o'clock bell 
which released her. 

To her surprise on this day, after the tinkle had died 
away, her pupils instead of making a stampede for the 
door as they generally did, lingered in the room, falling 
into groups, all evidently excited over 8om.e topic. As 
the minutes went on, the crowd instead of diminishing, 
increased, older girls from other classes coming in, until 
it was evident that the room bad been made a rendezvous 
for some consultation. 

Laura, who was delayed a moment while finding her 
hat and sacque, presently became the centre of a groap of. 

" Let's ask Miss Stanley ; she's one of the teachers," 
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sfMd a bright-looking dark-haired girl, whom Laai-a knew 
as Elvira Leighton, one of the leaders of the school. 

" Well, what is it ?" asked Laara, pleasantly. 

" Ton aro a graduate of Essex, ai-e you not ? " de- 
manded Eloise Dickiason, a pretty blonde, pressing for- 
ward eagerly. 

" Yes." 

" The girls all speak pieces there at Commencement, 
don't they ? " inquired several voices. 

" Certainly." 

" Then I don't see why we can't ! " 

" Nor I, nor I ! " esolaimed a dozen scholars. 

"Do keep still, girls," cried Elvira, imperatively; 
" how can Miss Stanley understand anything, if we all talk 
at once ? " 

"You teli her about it, then," suggested Eloise. 

" I will if you'll be a little quiet," said the young lady, 
looking about at her Sock of followers, and for a moment 
awing them into silence. " You see, Miss Stanley, Maria 
Mordaunt has written a valedictory address, and we want 
to get leave to have her read it the last day." 

" Miss Thornton, the composition-teacher, asked her to 
write it," put in Eloise. 

" Yes, and she says it's beautiful ; now don't you think 
it would be nice for her to read it to us ? " 

" Of course," said Laura, who had thus far not been 
able to put in a word. " Don't you have addresses from 
some of the graduating girls ? " 

"No indeed, we don't !" exclaimed Elvira, scornfullj 
" We have some stupid old professor from the college, oi 
some high and mighty horiid old honorable, to give us the 
prizes, and we mast all sit meekly in rows , while he talks 
and Mr. Glitter talks, and then after that we have a dance; 
that's all the exercises we ever have ! " 

"I'm sure," chimed in Eloise, "I don't see why we 
can't have a Commencement like Esses. I know some of 
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MS corH make as good speeches as the Columbia stnaents 

Thexe was a mm-muT of assent to tbis, and then several 
voices cried, "Go on! Go on!" and Eloise returned to 
the point by saying: 

"Now, Miss Stanley, we want you to help ns to get 
Mr. Glitter to let Maria read the valedictoiy." 

" I ! how oan I help you f " asked Lanra, in sarprise. 
"■Well, we would like to have yow go with ns when we 
ask hia permission," explained Eloise. "We think you 
would know what to say." 

"Then yon haven't tried yet?" inquired Laura. 
« No— that is~we all got around Mrs. Glitter the other 
day in the school-room, and asked her. She told us sho 
had nothing to say about. U; Mr. Glitter must decide." 

"Oh, she's so good!" Elvira said, contemptuonely; 

« she is as meek as Moses, with that conceited little man." 

" Young ladies ! " Laura said, reprovingly, though there 

was a smile twitching at the comers of her moath; " You 

must be a little careful how you speak of your teacher. 

" Oh well, yon know. Miss Stanley, he is a stuck-up 
thing," Elvira declared ; " but then, of course we've g'ot 
to be very polite to him." 

" Certainly ; " several girls admitted, solemnly. 
"And when do you propose to send your deputation to 
WMt on him J " asked Lanra, 

"I suppose we shall have to put it off till to-morrow, 
it's so late now," Eloise said, consulting a tiny watch. 

"I should think it would be best, and send up to let 
him know beforehand," Elvira suggested. 

" And you'll go with ns, Miss Stanley ? " aaked several 
" Yea, I will go with you," 
"All right, it shall be to-morrow then." 
" That's settled, now let's go," said Elvira j "we shall 
be late to luncheon, as it is. Thank you. Miss Stanley," 
with a backward glance at the young teacher as the whole 
gay crowd hurried away. 



LORD AN'D MASTER. 249 

Laura followed at a little distance, and as she went 
down stairs, caught such expressions ^, " "Won't it be 
jolly?" " Isn't she lovely ? " and other phrases indicating 
that her promised assistance "was regarded, as of great 
value. 

■ The following morning, when she again met her olaas, 
Laura detected, at once, without any previous knowledge, 
that something unusual was astir. One of the oldest of her 
scholars approached her with an air of responsibility and 
SMd, " Miss Elvira Leighton asked me to tell you that Mr. 
Glitter sent, word that he will meet yoa in the reception- 
room, in the recreation hour." 

A dozen other girls were listening to the message, and 
Laura's reply; " Very well, now we will begin our lesson," 
only sent tbem off reluctantly to their places. 

It was more than usually difficult for the teacher to 
keep the attention of her classes during the next two hours. 
The girls were whispering and writing messages to each 
other constantly, and, sensitive as a iield of flowers to the 
touch of the summer breeze, were all shivering and swaying 
with the unusual excitement. 

Never was the note of the twelve o'clock bell more 
welcome, and as.it sounded, the scholars started from their 
places, sending pencils and india-rubbers rolling on the 
floor iii their eagerness, while Eloise Dickinson and Elvira 
Leighton were in the room almost in a moment. As if to 
do a little special honor to the occasion, they were both 
dressed with unusual care, and there was a flush on their 
bright yoang faces that betrayed the nervous flutter of 
their hearts. 

Laura led the way down stairs, followed closely by the 
young ladies, and at a short distance, by a picket of little 
girls, who were flung out as skirmishers, in advance of the 
■main body of the school, deployed in th* upper entry to 
await the commencement of hostilities. 

When the three reached the reception-room, there was 
no one there, and they were kept waiting some minutes 
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before the majestic tread of the small man w^ hear5 ap- 
proaching. 

" YoH tell him, Miss Stanley," Elvira whispered, ner- 
vously. 

" Tea, and we will help," said Eloise, encouragingly. 

Mr. Glitter came in with an important air, and saluted 
the three condescendingly. " You aaked for a conference 
■with me, young ladies," he said ; " I can spare a few mo- 
ments." 

" We came to speafe with you, in regard to the closing 
exercises of the school," Laura replied, stepping forward. 
" Some of the pupils have requested me to ask your per- 
mission to allow Miss Movdaunt, the yalediotorian of her 
class, to read an address on tl^e last day." 

" To read it herself ? "- demanded Mr. Glitter, sternly, 

" Yes ; it seems she has already written it, and it 
meets with the approbation of the composition-teacher." 

" I have heard something of this," said Mr. Glitter ; 
" and I think it exceedingly strange, that Miss Mordaunt 
should even have written it without asking me." 

3 Thornton said she might," put in Elvira. 
s Thornton had no right to allow it, without my 
permission," Mr. Glitter declared, peremptorily. 

" But since she has written it, and it is of a character 
to do credit to the school, you will allow her to read it to 
her young friends on the last day, will you not?" Laura 
asked. 

Mr. Glitter slowly turned his light eyes towards her : 
"No, Miss Stanley, certainly not. And I must add, that I 
am exceedingly surprised, and I may say displeased," very 
severely, " that you have made so strange a request." 

Laura flushed wrathfully ; the two girls reflecting the 
glow in their faces, and Elvira said : " All the girls want 
to hear it." 

" Yes indeed," echoed Eloise. 

"Then I am sorry that the young ladies of my school, 
have so unwomanly, so improper a wish." 
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"Will you T>e kind eiiougli," asked Latira, speaking 
slowly, in her effort at self-command ; " to explain to «s, 
why it is unwomanly, and^ improper to wish to hear this 
composition read ? " 

Mr. Glitter cleared his voice with a dignified ahem! 
" Because it is putting forward a young lady, in a way 
of which I cannot approve. Women should bG shrinking 
and modest, avoiding the public gaae." 

" Will you tell me who has laid down this rule for 
■women's conduct ; women themselves, or men f " 

For som.e time past there hijd been an indistinct mur- 
mur outside the door, as if an excited crowd was with diffi- 
culty holding itself. back, and now the murmur swelled to 
an actual muffled whisper. Mr. Glitter glared at Laura 
for a moment, as if in speechless amaaement at the auda- 
city of the question, then he said: 

" A lady of proper instincts never wishes to appear in 
public" 

" Tou can scarcely blame us for not being aware of 
this, till yoa graciously condescend to tell us," Laura re- 
plied, her eyes flashing, her quick temper hurrying her, as 
so often before into imprudent speech ; " when from the 
wife of our President, to the mothers of these very young 
ladies, women are accustomed to appearing in public at 
balls and entertainments, apparently quite unconscious that 
they are doing anything wrong." 

At this, a faint tittei- became distinctly audible outside 
the door, and Mr. Glitter's insignificant countenance grew 
quite purple^ with anger. He stood before these three wo- 
men, shorter by several inches than either one, and did 
his best to annihilate them and their upstart pretensions. 

" That is very difierent," he said, arbiti'arily ; " but I 
wholly decline to discuss this question. It has been my 
aim to instil into the young ladies under my care, modest 
views of their position and duties in life, I now hear 
with the strongest condemnation, theories advanced which 
T consider of a dangerous, 1 may even say of an alarming 

H,,v.dt> Google 



252 I'ORD AND MASTER. 

tendency ; and I beg that this subject may never again he 
thrust on my atteiilion; " waving his hand authoritatively, 
" For the approaching closing exercises of the school, I 
have secured the services of the Honorable Slowboy Daw- 
dloduras, who will deliver an address, and I wish him to 
see only such modest demeanor among the young ladies as 
beflts the True Woman," 

With these crushing sentences Mr. Glitter stalked 
from the room, the dignity of his exit being, however, 
seriously impaired by the fact, that his appear.3iice caused 
the flight of a flock of lsl|le girls, who sped in various 
directions, with sounds of suppressed laughter. 

" It's an outrageous shame! " Elyii-a exclaimed, hotly, as 
the little man disappeared, 

" I think he's real mean ! " cried Eloise, with her eyes 
foil of tears. 

"The idea of ^»s undertaking to tell tis what is wo- 
manly," said Elvira, with superb scorn. 

"I remember old Dawdledums," Eloise added, pres- 
ently. "He made the address three years ago; he's as 
stupid as an owl, and preached to us an hour about wo- 
man's inferiority, and humble duties." 

" It would certainly seem more suitable to have one of 
your own number make an address, than any man who 
knows nothing of your thoughts and feelings," said Lanra. 
"However, Mr. Glitter is autocrat here, and has a right 
to arrange his school to snit himself." 

"I suppose so," admitted Eloise; "all the same, I 
think it's real mean ! " finding refuge once more in the 
school-girls' favorite formula to express indignation. 
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CHAPTER XXXY. 



As Laura walked away from tbe school and down the 
pleasant streets, gay with a throng of well-dressed people 
all abroad to enjoy the spring sunshine, she had an uncom- 
fortable feeiing that she had been very imprudent, and 
anticipated that some annoyaooe would result from her 
action that morning. Dissatisfied with herself, blaming 
herself, and feeling a longing for some confidence and sym- 
pathy, she resolved to go to Mrs. D'Arcy, whom she had 
not seen for some time, but who, she had heard, was now 
alone. She turned her steps towards the doctor's hoiise, 
and was walking down Fifth-avenue, when among a crowd 
of young people she saw Guy Bradford. He had a very , 
pretty and youthful lady beside him, and Laura's heart 
contracted with a spasm of agony that was a new revela- 
tion to her. 

As Guy caught sight of her, he changed color, and half 
started from his companion as if he would speak with 
Laui-a ; but she acknowledged his salutation with a bow so 
frigid as to be a perfect check to any such intention. She 
did not see the look of pain on his face, she only knew 
that she was more miserable than she had ever been in her 
life before, and hurried away at a pace that was most 
uncouventioaally rapid. She was angry and vexed with 
herselfc Was she to allow any man to make her wretched ? 
She declared again and again that she would not, and yet, 
all the time, the thought of the estrangement between herr 
self and Bradford, the thought of his new-found fi-iend, waa 
an agony to her, worse than she had thought she could 
endure. 

Laura reached Mi-s, D'Arcy's at an opportune moment ; 
the doctor was at home, and just going to luncheon. She 
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i her yonng friend with her usual heartiness, amt 
brought her into the dining-roota with her. As Laura took 
off her hat, and the first flush of the exercise she had been 
taking died from her face, the doctor, who waa looking 
at^'cr earnestly, noticed that something w^ amiss. 

"You look pale and troubled, my dear," she said; 
"what is it? Come here, and let me feel of your hand. Ah, 
hot, as I feared ! " She went on, "feverish, something has 
worried yott; take a cup of tea, and tell me aU about it." 

Laura and the doctor sat down together at a table 
spread with a substantial luncheon, and although Laura 
could not eat much, it waa pleasant to And herself once 
more with her kind friend, and she opened her heart to her 
on the subject of the morning's adventure. 

"I was dreadfully imprudent," she wound up, ruefully; 
" I got provoked at the insolence of that little man ; but 
of course I ought not to have spoken as I did." 

"It was no more than he deserved," answered Mrs. 
D'Arcy ; " nor half what you might have said ; however, 
perhaps it was more than it was wise to say." 

" Yes," said Laura ; " I'm afraid my rashness this morn- 
ing will cost me my situation," 

" Kot this term, J fancy, the year is so nearly out, and 
next winter you must have a better place. I don't wonder 
that you were provoked, it is amusing, and yet annoying, to 
see how utterly competent some of these small men feel 
themselves to mark out the limits of endeavor for women 
who are their superiors in every way ! " 

" How long do you suppose we shall have to endui-e this 
sort of thing ? " 

"We shall he called upon to exercise our patience for 
some time longer, I fear. Just so long as all our literature 
is pervaded with the thought that women are inferior, so 
long will our sex be held in a low estimate. It is curious," 
the doctor went on, falling into one of those veins of 
thought which Laura always liked to hear her pursue ; " it 
s to observe what a singularly coiltradictoi-y idea 
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one would think mea held of lis from their writings. In- 
deed, a stranger to this planet would suppose from the way 
in wliich women are mentioned, that instead of forming one 
half of the human raoe, they were some especial class of be- 
ings who only occasionally came under the notice of the 
mtyority of the community. 

"On the one hand we are spoken of as ' angels ;' ac-i 
knowledged as the embodiment of the refining influenoea' 
of the world ; toasted after dinner as ' lovely woman ; ' 
mentioned approvingly as ' the women, God bless 'em,' and 
flattered with choice nonsense. On the other hand, no 
phrases aro hard enough with which to charaeteriae the 
feults and follies of the sex. ' With the inconsistency of a 
woman,' writes one man, forgetting that Francis I, and 
Charles I, and a host of other men have come down to us 
through history as by-worda of inconsistency ; ' with wom- 
anly curiosity,' scribbles another ; never remembering that 
the gaping loungers of tKe village-store, athirst for news 
are men, not women. ' With the cupidity of a true woman,' 
sneers another; blind to the fact that the Shylocks of the 
world are men ! The amount of such trash that one finds 
is really aggravating ! " the doctor wound up, her dark 
eyes glowing with unwonted fire. 

Laura, who was ever responsive to a touch like this, 
quite forgot her own troubles, as slie replied with animation, 
"Yes, I have noticed often this sort of fling. I was read- 
ing only the other day, a novel by a popular English writer, 
in which the story is wi-itten as if told by a woman, and 
she is made to slur her own sex perpetually. I recollect 
one phrase which ran somewhat thus: 'Does a woman 
ever know why she does anything ? Did Eve know why 
she ate the apple ? Not she 1 '" 

" Had the man who penned that, no knowledge of his- 
tory ? " cried Mrs. D'Arcy, " Had he forgotten, or did he 
never hear of the calm reasoning of Hypatiaj the astute 
policy of Elizabeth of England ; the iron firmness of Cath- 
erine of Russia ? If some of these scribblers could De put 
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once move under their mother's tutelage, and smartly 
rapped for any fault or inaccuracy in their writings, it 
might teach them that women know what they are doing, 
and have good reasons for thek actions." 

Laura laughed quite merrily. " That boot was full of 
insinuations of this kind," she said; " and the poor author 
would lie quite belabored if he should have a knock for 
every false charge, and mischievoua insinuation," 

" Oh, I dare say," i-eplied the doctor ; " if you will 
come to my study, I will show yon a quantity of slips 
which I have collected, and from which any stranger to 
our world would certainly form a most curious idea in 
regard to those ' weak,' 'strong,' 'kind,' ' cruel,' 'angelic,' 
'wicked,' 'silly,' 'shrewd,' 'generous,' and 'mean' orea- 
tares ; for all these phrases are applied to women by the 
flippant men-writers of the day," 

The two ladies went up presently to the pleasant oflice, 
and the doctor opened her desk and took out her book of 
extracts, " Now here," she said, "are two expressions, in 
one of the most carefuliy-wiitten journals of the city, 
which have especially annoyed me. In an article on a 
certain class of our sex whose existence must always bo a 
sorrow and a shame to us, occurs this expression: 'It is 
an understood thing, that for a certain sort of dirty job 
you must get a woman. Every man knows that the only 
animal that will strike an enemy when it is down is a 
woman ! ' When I read that, my blood boiled with indig- 
nation. This was penned by one of that sex whose mem- 
bers kill their wives and destroy young gii'ls, and I 
thought of the men who had struck helpless women unable 
to rise ; of the husbands wbo have kicked their wives to 
death when they were in a situation that made them pecn- 
liarly powerless, and especially liable to injury; of mur- 
dered girls whom fieuds in the form of men have rendered 
senseless by brutal violence and then deliberately killed, 
that they might not witness against thera. Oh, my dear, 
the record of what our sex has suffered from the other is a 
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long and bitter histoiy, a history that centuries of freedom 
and happiness can never make ua forget 1 " 

There was a moment of silence. " It is a cruel thing 
to remember," Laura said, softly. 

" It is not well to think upon it," rejoined the doctor; 
"lest it make u8 unjust in our turn. We must remember 
that there are many good and kind men in the world, and 
that it ie only the weak of their sex, that indulge in these 
foolish flings." 

" Oh, I know that very well," admitted Laura ; " some 
of the bravest and strongest writers in defence of the equal- 
ity of the sexes, are true-hearted, noble men." 

" Yes, and in blaming tlieir sex for whatever of injus- 
tice they have been guilty of, we must remember that from 
their superior strength, men have made the laws, written 
and unwritten, of the world, and these laws have been hon- 
ored for so many centuries, that it is difficult now to under- 
stand how very cruel they are." 

" You touched just now on one of the vital aspects of 
the question of woman's enfrariohisemeiit," said Laura. 
" Do you think that the unfortunate of our sex will be 
helped by the ballot ? " 

"Unquestionably," replied Mrs, D'Aroy, earnestly; "I 
consider that this is one of the most important arguments 
in favor of giving it to all. It is admitted that the worst 
feature in the position of so-called 'fallen women ' is, that 
in consequence of their fall, they lose all self-respect and 
all hope of reclamation. Now if these poor things had the 
ballot, they would have an individual power, which would 
in itself give them a certain sense of independence. Look, 
for instance, at poor Rhoda ; if she were a voter, with in- 
fluence over voters, she would be treated veiy difierontly 
by men. She would feel that she had personal power and 
commanded respect, and the possession of this power would 
help her, as it has helped many a man, to earn money, and 
to a position of respectability," 

" When I speak on this subject of giving suffrage to 
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women," eaid Laura ; " I very rai'ely hear any argnmenta 
of value broaght against giving n a equality, bwt am met 
constantly by the vaguely horrible statement that the bal- 
lot will nnsex us I " 

" It mates one fairly ont of patience to hear that ab- 
surd phrase," rejoined the doctor. "Does any one know 
what it means ? Of course nobody supposes that women 
will literally become men ; but really sensible people do 
seem to think that if we can vote, we shall all grow lond- 
voiced, hard-featured, coarse and masculine. Men are not 
willing to admit that they are injured by the ballot, though 
it is sure to demoralize us; nor will any man allow that his 
owu wife, mother, or sister, will be thus transformed ; but 
imagines that in some mysterious way all other women will 
be tui-ned into atrocities, and this in the face of the fact that 
women have voted in Wyoming for three yeare without 
loss of their best qualities. One would think to hear this 
talk, that women are gentler, purer and more religious 
than men, simply because they cannot vote ! " 

" Tou believe that the diiference of character between 
the sexes is a radical one, do you not ? " 

" Certainly, radical and God-ordained. Man repre- 
sents in the world, the element of strength and force ; 
woman that of love and spirituality; the cooperation of 
both is needed to form a perfect society or government. 
But of all the foolish ideas advanced against giving us our 
freedom, I think the fallacy that we shall destroy mar- 
riage is at once the weakest and the moat insulting. To 
hear this, one would suppose that it was man who most 
sacredly kept his wedding-vows, most dearly loved his 
home, most faithfully worshipped his God ; when the 
exact reverse of this is true ! To our sex, marriage in its 
highest sense, is a union for time and for eternity, is the 
prize of life, and if we have increased power placed in our 
hands, we shall assuredly strengthen, inatead of weaken 
the sucredness of this divine institution," 

"How grandly you can put these thoughts interwords," 
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said Laura ; " I aia so apt, in avguments on tlieae points, 
to lose my temper, and say sharp things, instead of really 
answering objections." 

" Oh, well, ray dear, when you have as many years 
over your head as I have, you will grow calmer ; your im- 
petuosity is only a fault of your youth. But come, you 
have not half told me all I want to know about your own 
life. Now that Prank is away, do you hear from him often ?" 

" About once a week," replied Laura. " You know he 
won't be home until the last of May ; he has been gone 
much longer than he at first intended." 

" Indeed ! He has written to me only twice, so that 
I do not understand why his trip is to be prolonged." 

" It seems the Trumpeter people want him to extend 
his journey further south; they are very much pleased 
with his letters to the paper." 

" They are excellent ; so spicy, and yet so well written. 
I see that they meet with the highest praise from all quar- 
ters, and are copied all over the country." 

" I am so glad ! " exclaimed Laura, heartily. " He is 
such a noble fellow, he deserves to succeed." 

" He does, indeed. But now that he is away, do you 
see much of Guy Bradford ? " with a look, which she en- 
deavored to make indifferent. 

Laura could not repress a vivid blush. " No," she 
s^d, " he has not called on me for a long while." 

"Hasn't he? why not?" then sharply; "You have not 
refused him, have you, Laura ? " 

" Oh, no, indeed I " 

" What is it then ? Don't mind telling an old lady like 
me, my dear ; what is the trouble between you ? " 

" There is nothing to tell," replied Laura j " he has not 
been to see me, that is all." 

At this moment the doctor's tidy maid appeared at the 
door, to say that the carriage was ready, 

"Then I must go," said Mrs. D'Arcy; "as I have a good 
deal to do this afternoon. Shall I drive you home, Laura f " 
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"No, I am going to the Academy," replied Lsmra; 
'' and as that is so near, I will walk over," 

" Very well, dear ; and, Laura, keep up your heart ; I 
hare a presentiment that all your troubles with Guy will 
come to an end some day ; " and with these mysterious 
words the doctor hade Laura good-bye. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE bride's KETUKN. 



At the end of three weeks from their maniage-day, Mr. 
and Mrs. Ferdinand Le Roy returned to New York, For 
their wedding tour they had gone to Washington, and 
made a short journey in Virginia; but the season was 
yet early; there was no one at any of the summer resorts 
which they visited; there were many rainy days, and it 
wasa relief to Flora when Mr. Lo Roy proposed that they 
should go back to the city. It had been suggested when 
these two were first engaged, that they should make a bri- 
dal trip to Europe, and Mrs. Livingston hinted broadly to 
her proposed son-in-law that this was the correct thing to 
do ; but Mr. Le Roy had made several voyages across the 
ocean, had indeed spent the last summer on the continent, 
and declared he was tired of Europe, and should prefer 
going to housekeeping at once, and later, visiting the wa- 
tering-places. Flora would have liked better the trip on 
the water, but, of course, her wishes were ixuite secondary, 
and, indeed, of no sort of consequence, in comparison with 
Mr. Le Roy's preference. 

So one dull afternoon, when a heavy rain was healing 
the blossoms of the lilacs to pieora, and strewing the streets 
with the flowers of the alianthus trees, a carriage brought 
the newly-wedded pair to their home. 

It was a stately house, standing on the corner qf Fifth- 
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Bvetiue and one of the Fortieth -streets. A donble four- 
story, mansard-roofed, brown-stone mansion, with drawing- 
rooms and library, reeeptiou-room, dining-room and many 
bed-chambers. Spacious, sumptuously furnished ; but 
seeming tO'Flora on a drearily large scale for two people. 

Mr; and Mrs. Le Roy were not expected back so soon, 
and as they passed into the wide hall which was cold as 
with the chUl of a cellar, and so into the parlor, grand, 
gloomy and dark, a shiver passed over Flora and it seemed 
to her like entering a tomb; the sound of the great door 
shattlug with a heavy clang adding strength to the fancy. 

In one respect, however, the young bride waa sure that 
she would be better off here, than she had been during her 
miserable wedding-tour. Here, she would certainly not 
always be under the cold eyes and critical observation of 
her hnsband; here she would at least have a little more lib- 
erty. And, in truth, on the following morning Mr. Le Roy 
went down town soon after breakfast, and Flora had a few 
hours of freedom. The first use that she made of it, was to 
send a note to Laura Stanley, asking her to come and see 
her in the morning, the time especially fixed, as that dur- 
ing which she would be most secure from interrup- 
tion. This dispatched without her husband's permission, 
she was at leisure to order her carriage and go to see her, 
mother with his permission, graciously accorded that morn- 
ing at breakfast. 

It waa Saturday, before Laura was able to answer her 
friend's summons, at the time of the day mentioned. But 
on that morning, which was warm and delightfnl with the 
freshness of May, the young teacher rang the bell of the 
palace in which Flora had the privilege of residence, in 
exchange for the gift of lier youth, her beauty, and her 
freedom. 

The visitor was shown into the reception-room by a 
most imposing and dignified man-servant; a sort of second 
or cheaper edition of Mr. Le Roy — Mr. Le Roy bourid in 
calf, as it were — but was not left long in this lower resting- 
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.place, being presently translated by tbe same flunkey to 
an upper story and to Flora's own boudoir. 

This room, like every otlier in the house, was large, too 
large to be cosey; the lurnitnre was too ponderous for per- 
fect taste ; but Flora had some of her own pictm-es and 
ornameBts in it, and in the grate there burned a' bright 
fire. The young njistress of the elegant establishment 
rose from a low conch to meet her friend, and the two 
were face to face, for the first time since that stormy night 
at the railroad-station, 

A strange subtle change, hard to define, but very evi- 
dent, had passed over Flora; she looked not three weeks, 
but three years older than before her marriage. Her face 
was thinner than Laura had ever seen it; her cheeks 
glowed with a scarlet spot that was not the hue of health; 
and around her mouth there lurked a shade of disgust. 
But in her eyes there was the most striking transformation; 
their limpid loveliness was gone, and they had in their 
blue depths an expression as if some haunting horror 
lurked beneath them. So one may see a pure and placid 
spring, which reflects on its calm waters the azure of the 
heavens, changed by the presence of some slimy reptile 
that crawls and riots in its beauty ; the light and the color 
are still there, but in place of a fab- mirror there is a 
turbulent pool, 

Laura looked at her fi-iend, earnestly a moment, hold- 
ing her hand, and noting that it felt thin and feverish in 
her grasp. 

"My dear girl, why do yon have a flre on this lovely 
day ? " she asked. " Tour hand is hot now, and it is very 
warm outside," 

" Is it?" said Flora ; "it seemed to me cold this morn- 
ing. This house is so big and dreary, that I think it must 
be always damp. But as you say it is warm, I will open a 
window." 

She walked hastily across the room, and pushed up 
the heavy sash, which, perfectly adjusted, rose obedient t^ 
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her light touch. "Yes," she added; "it is very pleas ant 
outside." 

"Do you go out much?" LaurEi asked next; feeling 
that for the moment, commonplaces were the only phrases 
that could be ventured on with safety. 

" Every day in a caiTiage. I don't knoiv that I shall 
ever be allowed to walk again. Mr. Le Roy does not 
think it dignified for his wife to walk," with a little bitter 
laugh; " except perhaps to church on Sunday ; I believe he 
thinks it proper to walk there." 

" You have a magnificent house," Laura observed. 

"Yea, I suppose so, but it's too big. I bate such large 
rooms ; now look at this, one of the smallest in the house, 
as huge as a barn ! I wish I could have a dear little den, 
like mine at home." 

" Had you a pleasant journey ? " Laura hazarded next. 

" A pleasant journey ! " repeated Flora, with an accent 
of intense irony. " Oh Laura, what is the use of our pre- 
tending that everything is ail right in my life when we both 
know so well that it is all wrong ? A pleasant journey ! it 
was as pleasant as the jonmey of Franeesca di Rimini in the 
Infernal Regions ! No, not so pleasant," she added, hur- 
riedly; "for she was at least with the man she loved." 

" Flora, my poor, dear girl," said Laura; " can you find 
no comfort in your fate, now that it is decided ?" 

" Comfort ? no, none ! faow can there be any hope in 

such a life as mine? lam bound to a man who well, 

he is my husband," she broke off abruptly ; '^that makes 
him sacred, I suppose ? " 

"It is perhaps better not to speak hardly of him," 
Laura said, quietly. 

" I will try not, then ; but it will only be guarding tho 
secrets of the prison-house." She left her seat and walked 
np and down the room restlessly. Laura watched her face 
a, moment in silence, then she said : 

" Do you mind telling 'me, dear, what happened after 
we last parted ? " 
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Flora started and came back to her place, " He toob 
me home," she said; "I never recovered conficiousness till 
I was in my own bed. There were people invited that 
night ; the hridesmaids and groomsmen for a rehearsal of the 
ceremony; but I was too ill to go down staira. They had 
the rehearsal though, with Mawl in my place. I only 
wish she had been in my place on the next day ! " with 
sudden vehemence ; " I was very ill all night and the next 
morning J begged and implored them to put off the wed- 
ding. I think they were troubled; I saw tears in my 
mother's eyes when I appealed to her to save me ; but they 
s'sud matters had gone too far, I was only nervous, and 
would feel better when it was over. I was so weak, though, 
they thought they would never be able to dress me, and at 
the last they gave me a glass of strong spiced wine, or I 
could not have gone through the ceremony. As it was, I 
fainted daring the reception afterwards, before it was half 
over, and when I left the house with Mr, Le Roy it was 
not to go to Philadelphia, as every one supposed, but only 
to a hotel in town. It was two days before I was able to 
leave the city." 

" My poor, poor child ! " Laura could only say this, very 
compassionately; -what consolation or sympathy was 
possible ! 

" Poor indeed ! " i-eplied Flora, darkly ; " lost to hap- 
piness, rubied in self-respect, bankrupt in hope ; " and she 
rose again and resumed her aimless walk. 

"No," said Laura; "there is no reason why you should 
take such an utterly gloomy view of your future life. You 
are yoUng, Flora, and all is not lost, even if yoa have met 
with the terrible misfortune of an uncongenial marriage. 
Ton must rouse yourself to find new interests and objects 

"How can 1 find them?" demanded Flora; "I have 
literally nothing on earth to do. Mr. Le Roy does not 
wish to have me sew; does not -care to have me draw. I 
have no way of filling up the endless hours of the weary 
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day, but lying here and eating my heart out in uBeless 
regrets." 

"But, FLora, you ought not to yield to an uareaaonable 
request from your husband; be has no right to dwarf yoiir 
mind and mar your happiness. You can stifl marli out for 
yourself a line of study, or of labor, and he cannot justly 
interfere with it." 

" I don't know," answered Flora; " he thinks he has a 
right to dictate all my actions. Oh, I see you look as if 
you thought 1 ought not to give up, I know I ought not 
to sometimes, and I don't always, I can tell you. We havg 
had some bitter scenes already," her cheeks flushing deeper 
at the remembrance, " But in these he always conqnera 
in the end; I am so miserably weak, you know, and he— • 
you don't know how hard he is ! " 

" You must try to grow stronger, and you will in time 
loarn how to live together," said Laura, encouragingly. 
"It is very hard for me to advise you, but this much I am 
suremust be right ; you cau oertainly study if you choose, 
without his interference ! " 

" Why should I study ? " asked Flora. " What ffoUld 
be the use f " 

" I will tell you," said Laura ; " I have thought of you 
often since you have becu away, and it has. seemed to me 
that in your talents as a writer you might find comfort" 

" How f " but Flora had again stopped her restless walk, 
with a new interest in her eyes. 

"I think those verses you read me last fall were almost, 
if not quite, good enough to print. Now, suppose you try 
yonr very best, and write a really fine poem, or article ; I 
have a friend who knows all about the papers and magar 
7inea here; he would tell me where anything of yours had 
better be sent." 

"Do you think I could wi-ite anything that a first-class 
periodical would accept?" asked Flora, coming a step 
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already sbown to me, and I am sure, with a little care, you 
may produce something very meritorious." 

" Oh, Laura 1 you give me new hope in life ! " 

" I am glad of it, dear, I think if you are a faithful 
■worker, that literature may be to you what it has been, to 
80 many sad hearts, a consoler, a stimulant, a hope." 

For a moment the old clear light came back to Flora's 
eyes. "What a glory it would be if Icould make for my- 
self a place among the poets of the land ! oh, Laura, if I 
could see my name in the list of oar writei-a; that would be 
a happiness Worth living for ! " 

" You can at least try for the prize," said Laura. 

"I can and I will," replied Flora. " Laura, you were 
always my good angel at school, you are my good angel 
again, now," 

" Well, dear, then since I have given yon somethmg 
pleasant to think of, do sit down and let us talk of it tran- 
quilly." 

Flora came and sat down, but presently began to shiver, 
Hingularly; "I am cold," she said, and ahe took up a costly 
shawl, that was thrown over a sofa, and wrapped it around 
her, drawing her chair close to the fire. 

" Tou are not well," Laura said, alarmed at the bine 
shade of pallor that was creeping over her friend's face. 

« No," replied Flora, bending over the blaze ; " I have 
never been well since that night. You know how wet and 
cold I was then, and I have had that same chill come over 
me many times, I never fainted before in my life, but I 
have fainted often since; however that belongs to the 
secrets of the prison," making a gesture, as if to dismiss the 
theme, with a small hand that glittered with diamonds. 

" Don't you take anything for these chills ? " Laura 
asked presently, seeing that her friend'^ form shook with 
the unnatural cold. 

"No; it will pass off presently, and then I shall have the 
fever again. Sometimes lately I have thought I was going 
to die," she said, gloomily; "and Ihave been glad^of it; but 
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now, I will try to live to carve out a career for myself that 
shall yet give me, at least, fame." 

The chill slowly left Flora, and a flush succeeded it; 
under its influence she grew excited, and talked eagerly, 
almost .gaily, withLaura of her work in the future. She in- 
sisted that her adviser should stay to luncheon, and had it 
served in the boudoir; a dainty meal of delicate viands 
set out on rare china and costly silver. But, when Lanra, 
at last, went away, though she had spoken so cheerfully, 
her own heart was full of forebodings over her friend's 
future. 



CHAPTER XXXYII. 



While Mr. Le Roy was enjoying lifo to the utmost, in 
receiving and making bridalvisits ; in going to splendid 
entertainments gotten up inhis honor; In displaying to all 
his friends his new house, his new carriages, and last, his 
new wife, who was a means for showing off certain appur- 
tenances of his, which he could not himself use ; such as dia- 
monds, laces, silks, and satins ; while he was floating on the 
very crest of the wave of success, and basking in the sun- 
shine of prosperity — tho victim of his caprice, poor Mag- 
gie Bertrand, lay dying in her miserable home; her last 
hours saddened by the cold touch of poverty, and darken- 
ed by the shadow of an ineffaceable disgrace. 

Afterthe first excitement and joy of her return had pass- 
ed away, Maggie was, as might have been expected, much 
woi-se; lying for days tossing in feverish suffering, and never 
rallying enough to be able to leave her bed for more than an 
hour or two at a time. Rhoda had at first proposed to go 
back to New York at once ; but she lingered from day to 
day, because she saw that her presence was absolutely es- 
sential to the comfort of the sick sirl, and finallv because i 
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she realized that the end was not far off, and resolved to re- 
main till her last sad duties to her friend were over. 

Mrs. Bertram had lost her husband and only son, in 
the Tvar between North and South, They had never been 
people of any station or wealth, but before that catastro- 
phe, had lived comfortably on the labors of some half- 
dozen slaves, and the produce of a small farm. When the 
men of the family were gone, however, and the negroes 
were free, there was little left for the support of the poor 
lonely woman, but the milk from a few cows, and the eggs 
from a flock f p It 

The colo 1 nu at Phcebe, remained faithful to 
her former m t an i these two old women took such 

care of the p pla a their feebleness permitted ; bare- 
ly keeping th n ! 1 e on the little money that their 
humhleindi t yp 1 The farm was, indeed^ nominally 
rented to a neighbor, but he paid a mere pittance for the 
use of the few worn-out acres, and the money came from 
him but uncertainly, and often, not at all. 

Mrs. Bertram knew all Maggie's sad story, which bad, 
in truth, at one time furnished a theme for the gossips of 
the neighborhood ; hat in her widowed loneliness she was 
only too glad to welcome the wanderer back ; and to do 
honor to her arrival, a little feast was arranged that for a 
moment concealed from Rhoda the extent of the poverty 
of her friend's home. She was not long in finding It out, 
however, as day after day the slender stock of provisions 
grew smaller, and presently resolved to set herself about 
some work which should make her, at least, not a burden on 
these poor people. She found that formerly Mrs. Bertram 
had made butter when she had had the help of a couple of 
able-bodied women, but that now she was content to sell 
the milk from her cows at a miserably low rate to a man, 
who oame for it every day, and peddled it out in an ad- 
joining town. Rhoda who had been brought up on a farm 
changed all this; she brought out the disused churn, and 
under her vigorous management, soon had a dozen pounds 
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of nice butter ready, which she took to the town herself and 
sold for St good price ; continuing thereafter to supply a 
certain grocer with so much a week. She went out ou to 
the hill-sides aud picked the wild strawbei-ries when they 
came to be ripe, aud took them also to market, often walk- 
ing many miles under the hot sun, and growing very brown 
with its burning. Then, too, she took care of the poultry 
which had never done so well before, producing so many 
eggs that aunt Phcnbe said, "I 'clar to gi-aoioue, Miss 
Ehody'sdone got de gifts, she has sure 'niitf," 

In all these various ways Rhoda added so much to the 
family income as more than compensated for what little she 
ate, and she felt that she thus earned the melancholy right 
to watch over and make comfortable the last hours of her 
poor dying friend.- But despite her utmost exertions, it was 
liot possible to do all that she wished, and again and again, 
Rhoda endured the pang of seeing Maggie suffering for 
kixuries, which she could by no means procure for her. 

So, in toil and watching and sadness, the weeks passed 
slowly on, till May had come, the loveliest month in all 
the Southern calendar, and Maggie's life which had be^n 
for a week past a mere flutter, was fast flickering away, 
She lay, at the close of a long bright day, on the couch in. 
the little sitting-room, to which Ehoda daily carried her in 
her strong arms, that the sick girl might hav6 a change from 
the bed in her small room. The ■ brief Southern twilight 
was over all the scene, the sun had set behind the Blue 
hills, and the azure of the heavens had changed to an 
opaliae lustre, across which lines of fleecy clouds were 
floating. From the dark pine forests there came the long 
sigh of the night wind, breathiiig with that inexpressibly 
mournful cadence which is heard nowhere but in those 
evergreen groves, while the song of a distant mooking- 
bird mingled a thread of plaintive melody with the solemn 
diapason. 

Just within the little cottage Mrs. Bertram leaned 
back in a rocking-chair, resting her weary head on a pil- 
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low, while Attdt Phcebe stood like a tall sentinel watching 
by Maggie's bed, and Rhoda eat on the door-step, looking 
now on the scene outside, and now on the sufFerer within, 

Maggie had lain for some time qniet, when she opened 
her eyes and said, feebly, " I wish I had some iue, my 
mouth hurts me so ! Isn't there any ice ? " 

This had been the one craving it had been most diffi- 
cult to satisfy. Ice was, in that region, very expensive, 
and it had only been possible to procure a little of it, and 
at rare intervals. At the sound of this plaint, Rhoda turned 
away her face with a look of anguish, while Aunt Phcebe 
bent down and said : 

" No, honey, dere ain't no ice, dis here night, will you 
have a drink of water? 

"No — no," fi-etfuUy. My tongue is 'hot as fire! If I 
only had a little ice to cool it ! " with a sort of moaning 
cry. 

So hard! so hard! That her dying hours should be 
rendered more suffering for the want of this simple luxuiy, 
while th^ man who had destroyed her, had not an uagr|iti- 
fied wish ! 

The moans continued for a little while ; Aunt Phcebe 
fanning the wasted face, out of which all the beauty had 
fled. 

" The mookihg-bird is singing" — Maggie said presently, 
speaking faintly; "it will be a beautiful night for a 
dance ; " her poor mind was wandering now. "Where are 
Lucy and Susie ? " then half starting up and speak- 
ing louder: "Why haven't Lucy and Susie been to see 

Mrs. Bertram covered her face. This was a question 
that Maggie had asked so often ; the young girls that 
were her childhood friends, had never come to her since 
her return, and yet the man who was worse than she, 
could be the honored guest of the highest in the land ! 

Maggie turned her large eyes, which flamed deep in 
their hollow sockets, from one face to another. 
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"No 'One comes to see me," she said; "Why not?" 
then patting up her hand with a feeble imploring gesture ; 
" Oh I know, I know, I am not fit to be their friend 1 I am 
lost — lost — lost ! " — "With a gasping cry her head sank 
back, the last faint rays of the day dropped from the hills, 
and the light and the life were over together ! 

The time that followed, was, to Rhoda, dark as some 
long hon-ihio dream, during which she heard ever sound- 
ing like a mournful refraia, the sad whisper of the wind 
in the pines. Her own agony over the loss of her friend 
was terrible. She had loved this young girl with the 
strength of a passionate nature, concentrating all its 
affections on one object, and now that she was gone, she 
thought of her loss, with piteous regret for her unalienated 
sufferings, with black despair of her own future. 

Her first impulse was to leave at once the scene of so 
much sorrow; but she was prevented from this by the 
condition of Mrs. Bertram, who, long a victim to a subtle 
disease, sank rapidly after Maggie's death. It seemed 
cruel to leave the fading invalid with only the old negro 
woman ; and so'Rhoda staid on till the feeble spirit had fled, 
and then lingered tiil she saw mother and daughter sleeping 
side by side, with the solemn hills shadowing their resting- 
place, and the ^eat pine forests sighing over their graves. 

After this, her last duty was done, and the lonely girl 
oonld turn her weary steps back to the great city, where 
her few friends lived. Aunt Phcebe accompanied Rhoda 
part of the way on her journey, fot she was going to spend 
the remnant of her days with a son who lived in Rich- 
mond. It was partly on her account, that Rhoda took this 
way of returning home, and partly because in Richmond 
she could take a boat for Washington, and thus make her 
trip more cheaply than by land. 

The two women reached the Virginia capital in the 
noon of a beautiful summer day, and there sadly parted. 
The poor black niamma seemed to feel that Rhoda was the 
last link between her and those that were gone. 
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"You'se done been bo kind, Miss Eliody," she said, 
"to de poor lamb and ole miBsis, I done breaks my heart 
dat yon'a gwiiie away," 

"It's very bad, Pbcebe ; but you know I mnst go," 
Rhoda answered. 

"I spose you must. Missis, dough it's mighty hard on 
ole Phtebe. But den please de Lord, it won't be long 
afore I goes too, to de bresscd land where de tears is all 
wiped away 1 " 

Rhoda answered by some kind words of farewell ; but 
in her heart she thought, " If I could go too ; oh, if I could 
only go too ! " 

The boat in which she was to make the trip was a small 
old affair ; one of a line of eeeond-elass steamers, plying 
between Richmond and Washington. It was near the 
hour of starting when Rhoda went on board and, leaving 
her bag in the cabin, passed out on to the open deck. As 
she stood there she felt utterly beai-t-sick ; around her 
there were only strangers, behind her was the grave of 
her friend, before her, what ? 

She had seated herself in a quiet comer- and was watch- 
ing the scene with dry eyes, which were feverieb from long 
weeping, when she started with a little cry of joy. Among 
all those unknown people there was one friendly face. 
Frank Heywood was walking down the deck. In another 
moment he caught sight of her eager face, and came hurry- 
ing to her, 

" Rhodii 1 How glafl I am to see you ! And Mag- 
gie?" 

The sad stoiy was soon told ; Frank listening with deep 
interest to ail the details, and then answering in turn 
Rhoda's questions as to how he came to be there. 

" I wanted to ascertain some facts about this river that 
I oould learn better by making this trip than in any other 
way," he explained ; " I am ordered to Washington too, so 
that by taking this boat, I combine several advantages." 

"It is a great good fortune to me that you are herej" 
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Rhoda saif) ; " I was feeling so lonely, and dreaded so much 
the long journey alone." 

" It is a pleasure to me, too," Heywood replied, kindly ; 
" I know something of this part of the world, and I can 
point out to you some of the places of interest as we pass." 

So the two sat together on the deck, while the boat 
dropped down the beautiful river; passing slowly the grass- 
grown earthworks, and crijmbled forts, that were on«e the 
witnesses of so fearful a carnage. Looking out on the 
smiling landscape of valleys and hills and waving forests, it 
was difficult to realize that this fair scene had once been 
torn by cannoa-shot ; its peaceful quiet destroyed by the 
ceaseless roar of artillery, and that in every tranquil glade, 
and by every sparkling stream, there were soldier's graves. 

As they steamed steadily on, the beautiful day declined 
to its close ; the sunset faded slowly away over the low 
banks of the river, now widening to its mouth, and before 
the brief southern twilight had passed, the boat had made 
its last stop at the river towns, and swept out on to the 
blue waters of Chesapeake bay. 

Away on either hand the banks lay dark and wild, shew- 
ing scarcely a sign of human habitation ; forests clothing 
their sides almost as closely, in many places, as on that day 
three hundred years ago, when the first discoverer pushed 
his adventurous bark into these unknown waters. 

As the red glow died away on the one side, the red moon 
rose on the other, lifting its broad and wrinkled face slowly 
above the horizon, shedding a faint lurid light across the 
rushing waves ; then rising higher, and growing fairer and 
purer, as does some soul which elevates itself above the 
mists and sins of the world, until as it soars heavenward, 
it shines with the calm Ught of the perfect day. 

As the night advanced, the wind grew fresher, a strong 
head-wind that retarded the progress of the boat, and 
drove the passengers to the shelter of the cabin. 

Rhoda and Frank were still on the deck, when almost 
every one bad gone away ; but at last Heywood said ; 
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« I really think you should go below, Rhoda; it ia grow- 
iuff very cold." ., th i 

" I am sure I can stay here if you can," said Rhoda, 
looking at her companion quickly ; " I dread going to my 
berth and being alone. If yoii will let me, I will stay as 
Ions as you do." 

" Certainly," replied Frank, cordially. " If you are not 
afraid to stay, I like to have you here ; bnt I think I shall 
go down myself soon." 

They walked about a little longer, the white moon 
shedding a -mild light upon the scene, making a long track 
across the waves, and flinging a_ myriad diamond sparkles 
into the foaming Wake of the ship. 

The wind was very fresh; as the night grew deeper it 
tossed the waters into billows, and beat against the prow 
of the boat, sending a triumphant whistle across the smoke- 
stacks and through the rigging. 

At length. Hey wood and Rhoda both decided to go he- 
low As they passed across the deck for the last time, they 
met the captain, who seemed somewhat anxious; he stood 
looking at the shore for a moment, and then as he went to 
the engine-room ihey heard him say : 

"Two houi-3 behind time; tell Boh to put on more 

steam." 

At the door of the ladies' cabin the two young people 
parted; Frank to as comfortable a state-room as the 
boat conUined, Rhoda to a small close berth in the open 
cabin. 

She threw herself into it without taking off her clothes, 
and drew her cloak over her. Lying there, she could pei-ceive 
much more plainly, the strain and roll of the vessel, as it 
forged slowly ahead. Through the fixed slats of a small 
window, she could see how the waves ran past outside, and 
catch faint glimpses of the splashes of moonlight on their 

crests. 

There were strange sounds in her 6ars, of creaking tim- 
bers and rattling chains ; the glass articles on the centre- 
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table Struck together with a perpetual jingle; the beat of 
the machinery was like the panting of some great heart. 
Sleep seemed an impossibility. Rhoda turned from the 
contemplation of the night outside, to watch the lantern 
that hung from the cabin roof, burning dimly as it swayed 
slowly from side to side, keefiing time with every plunge 
of the ship. They seemed to be moving more swiftly now, 
the turn of the paddle-wiieela was more rapid, the spray 
dashed in blinding sheets across the window outside. 

Suddenly a terrific shock shook the boat fi'om stem to 
stern ; there was a sound, deep, muffled, horrible ; a sound 
as of rendering and tearing ; then wild cries and the 
tramp of many feet. 

At the first alarm, Rhoda sprang from her berth, and 
hurried,^ with a score of frightened pale-faced women, up to 
the deck. 

Here there was a scene of wild confusion ; one half the 
boat a wreck ; men running about in mad terror, the cold 
watere rising about them on every side. 

In the uproar, the horror, the white darkness, Rhoda, 
staggered on, groping with some blind instinct till she 
found herself by Heywood's side. 

The young journalist was pale, but his eyes ahone with 
the Hre of an almost glad excitement, and his voice was very 
firm as he said : 

"The boiler has burst, the boat is going to sink, Rhoda, 
we must leave it, and we must jump quickly in, or we shall 
be sucked down with it." 
_ In the water all around were floating fragmeBts of the 
dismembered vessel, and already a score of people were 
hanging to these spai-s and boards. 

" Can you swim '? " asked Rhoda. 

"Oh yes, and you ?" 

" No." 

" Trust yourself to me, then, I will help you. Come, or 
we shall be too late." 

Under fOieir feet the boat was sinking sinkings over . 

^ H..-.di^ Google 



276 LORD ^SD MASTER. 

their heads the fievoc wind wiia howling ; below them the 
black waters raved and swayed. 

Frank took Rhoda's hand, and together they made the 
desperate leap. 

There was an awful shock and chill, as tlie cold watei-s 
closed on them, a blind Blrugglc, a honible sense of suffo- 
cation, and then they came to the surface, and Rhoda found 
herself clinging to a plank by Hey wood's side. 

How swiftly the cuiTenl carried them away I They 
seemed to be caught in some eddy, for it was but a few mo- 
menta before they had drifted far back from the boat, and 
were tossing almost alone, on the wide waste of waters. 

Dimly they disoenied for awhile the outline of the 
crippled boat ; but presently that disappeared; they could 
not see the other passengers that were floating like them- 
selves; they seemed to be two lost lives hanging between 
the pitiless heavens and the unmerciful sea. 

The board to which they were holding f^t was a small 
one, always half submerged, sometimes almost sinking un- 
der their weight; a frail ban-ier between them and death. 

Frank turned- his head a little. "We are drifting 
towai-ds the bank," he said; "if we only had a little 
larger support, I think I could swim enough to guide it to 
the shore." 

"This plank is hardly large enough for two," Rlioda 
whispered, looking at her companion strangely. 

" I wish it were larger," Frank admitted. 

The two white faces were very near together, they were 
like two a»ul8 standing in the presence of God. 

"Frank," said Khoda, very softly; "I shall not mind if 
this is tlie end. My life is a wreck and a ruin, and may as 
well end thus as any way." 

"Don't say so," Heywood replied, gently; "I hope 
some passing boat may pick us up soon." 

Rhoda scanned with her dark eyes all the scene. 
Overhead the placid moon staring with untroubled calm- 
ness at the misery below ; close to the sea the wind rushing 
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low, like a hei-i of furious animals tracking their prey ; 
arouad them the waves leaping up hungry for their lives ; 
no living thing, no prospect of a rescue. 

The girl moved a little closer along the tioard ; her 
black hair dropping in wet masses beside her wan cheeks ; 
her eyes sortibre with some dark thought. 

" Frank," she said, " I know your secret. Will you 
give me a kiss ? " 

Even in that danger the young journalist started and 
a look of terror crossed his face. 

"No," she whispered; "I shall never betray you. 
Only just once for friendship ; one kiss, it may be the last, 
you know." 

Her companion seemed unable to frame a word,, and 
there was a moisture in his eyes that was not of the sea 
as he bent towards her, and their cold lips met in a strange 
despairing embrace. 

There was a moment of silence : Rhoda had drawn 
away a little; she turned suddenly : 

"Frank your life is better worth saving than mine, 
good-bye — good-bye ! " 

The last words were uttered with a plaintive cry that 
betrayed the sharp anguish of the heart, and as they were 
spoken; the poor girl released her hold of the plank, and 
dropped out of sight beneath the ravening waters. 

Ileywood roused to hoi-rified action, called her name 
again and again, and even swam a short distance from the 
board ; but all in vain. 

An hour afterwards he was picked up by a boat sent 
but from a passing schooner, but no trace was seen of 
Rhoda Dayton ; she had closed her brief life of sin and 
suffering by an heroic death, and found a resting-plaoe 
for her Bad heart, beneath the tranquil sea. 
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CHAPTER SXXVIII. 



lauea's success. 



The reward of LauVa Stanley's industry had come at 
last in a tangible form. She had taken the first prize in 
her class at the Academy of Design, The picture on which 
she had spent so many hours of careful study, had been ad- 
judged the best in the school, and the time had arrived in 
which she was to receive'the public anaouncement of her 
good fortune. 

It was a pleasant Spring evening in May, and Laura 
was ■ in unusually good spirits aa she drove with Mi-s. 
D'Aroy to the white.niarble building, tie scene of so many 
hours of labor, and now to be the scene of her triumph. 
Several causes combined to make the young artist lighter 
hearted than she had been in a long time. She had receive'd 
that morning a letter from her mother, in which she told 
Laura that her father seemed to be at last, reconciled to the 
thought of her independence, and had given his consent to 
her return home for a visit. 

" He never says much, you know," said Mi-a. Stanley ; 
" but I think if you come to us for your vacation, he will be 
glad to see you, and oh, my child, I do so long to look on 
your dear face again ! " 

These tender loving words made Laura very happy ; 
she would not be always an exile from her home ; but 
presently when her last duties were done, she could go 
once more to those she loved, and breathe again the pure 
air of her native hills. 

This had been almost gladness enongh for one day ; but 
the last pleasant touch was added, when Mrs, D'Arcy told 
her, on their way in the carriage, that all the Eradfords were 
to be at the exhibition. 

"All of them ?" Laura asked, quickly j "Yes. I iijow 
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Mr. and Mrs' Bradford and Bessie will be tbere ; Bessie 
was 80 pleased to hear of my success, and said she should 
certainly come." 

" Guy will be there, too," said Mrs. D'Aroy. 

" How do you. know ? " 

" I saw him this afternoon, and had a long talk witli 
bim, and he said he would not miss coming on any 
account." 

The words were significant ; Laura felt her face flushing 
even in the darkness j everything was like a happy dream 
to her that niglit. 

Yea, Guy was there, waiting for them on the broad steps, 
coming down to meet them eagerly ; his eyes sparkling, his 
hands extended, with words of proud, heart-felt congratula- 

As in duty bound, when they stoo^ in the entrance, 
Bradford offered his ai-m to Mrs, D'Arcy ; but Laura was 
quite contented to walk on the other side. 

"Father and mother and Bessie are here," he said; 
" they came eai-ly to get front seats. Bessie is quite wild 
over the victory her teacher has achieved." 

The rooms were already filled with a crowd of people 
as they went in ; but among them all, Guy felt with a 
glow of admiration, that Laura was one of the handsomest 
women in the room. She had indeed taken unusual pains 
with her dress for this occasion. She liad made, a week 
before, a successful sale of a set of flower-paintings, and 
With the money thus procured, had' been able first, to 
settle her small debts, and then to purchase for the first 
time in nearly a year, a new dress. It was of simple gray 
stuff it is true, but was tastefully made, the dark blue trim- 
ming with which it was ornamented, and the dark blue 
feather in her hat giving the costume a tint and char- 
acter. Laura had now been in the city long enough to 
acquire that indescribable air of style which had once 
been wanting in her appearance, and as she came into the 
room the light of happiness in her gray eyes, and^ that 
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healthful bloom on her cheeks, she -was indeed as fau a 
lady aa one might wish to see. 

Her an-ival created a little flutter of excitement among 
her fellow- students and their friends, to whom she was 
pointed out as the fortunate winner of the prize, and she 
was presently handed to a seat a.t the front. 

The exeroisea were very simple. The Pi-esident made a 
brief address, and then the names of the successful com- 
petitors for the various honors were read ; a burst of 
applause greeting each announcement. When this was 
over, the crowd rose from their chairs, which were pushed 
aside, and the inspection of the pictures commenced. 

As soon as this movement took place, Laura was sur- 
rounded by a crowd of friends offering their congratula- 
tions, and when these had a little passed away, she found 
Guy Bradford again by her side. Of course he insisted 
she most take him to see her drawing, which they found 
with a group of admirers before it; of coui-ae he quite 
exhausted himself in complimenting the beauty of that 
fine head of Clytie which she had rendered with so much 
feeling ; but as they turn-ed away at last, he changed the 
subject by saying : 

" You scarcely spoke to me when I met you on the 
avenue the other day." 

" Didn't I ? " asked Laura, uncomfortably conscious ; — 
"I think I bowed." 

" Yes, you did ; but only just enough to avoid a cut. 
I would have deserted my cousin to go to you, if you had 
not been so very cold." 

" Was that your cousin ? " asked Laura, quickly. 

" Yes, and I fear you must have thought me a very 
lazy fellow to be away from work at that time of day." 

" I was rather surprised to meet you." 

"I'll tell you how it was. I was sent up town on 
business, and it chanced that my way lay for a short die- 
tanee on the avenue. As I turned into it T met my cousin, 
Mifis Clarkson, with a party of friends ' doing pictures' aa 
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Elbe called it, and she coaxed me to walk ii little way with 
h«v. But if I could have had my way, I would have 
deserted her for you, even though my reason told me then, 
that I should be ouly malting myself wretched." 

The last words were significant, and an eloquent silence 
followed; Laura feeling, rather than seeing, Gny's dark 
eyes studying her face. 

At this moment Mrs, D'Arcy came to them with Mr. 
and Mrs. Bradford. " We are all going up stairs into the 
gallery," she said, " so you young people OQme too." 

" Yon would like to go, Miss Stanley ? " asked Guy. 

" Certainly," and the party presently went up the wide 
steps into the brilliantly lighted rooms, where the annual 
exhibition of Academy pictures was displayed. 

There were a great many people here, and conversation, 
other than the most casual, was impossible. Guy and 
Laura followed the rest, admiring the many fine works of 
art which were scattered along the walls, and horrified at 
the atrocities in blue and green which disgraced the collec- 
tion, wondering, as does every visitor at this place, how the 
Board of Examiners could have admitted that horrible daub, 
and why this really exquisite gem was not better liiiog. 

"Next year I shall hope to have something here," 
Lanra said ; "I trust I can do at least as well as that — " 
pointing to a monster painting of Mount Katahdin which 
rose, grand gloomy and peculiar ; a mountain of gray 
pudding above a green worsted plain. 

"Fearful!" said Bradford; " Why was it ever permit- 
ted entrance here ? " 

" That is a puzzling question to answer," replied Laura. 
"These good N. A's have very inscrutable rules; however, 
this wondei-fnl performance is not in a very conspicuous 
position, it looks as if the Board was rather frightened at 
its own temerity in accepting it, and had it hung in this 
out-of-the-way corner, in hopes that no one would see it. 
Do let iis go back and refresh ourselves by looking at that 
lovely Venetian scene again." 
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" But no," eaid Guy, " we have not seen the statuary 
yet," Sly fellow ! He remembered that the little room 
where the sciilpture is displayed, is often almost untenanted, 
Laura, not thinking of this, readily agreed to his 
proposal, and they walked into the crimson -walled apait- 
ment, where were one or two ambitious colossal fig«res, and 
some really beautiful small heads, 

"Shall we find a seat?" asked Guy; "I have some- 
thing I want to Bay to jou so.much." 

They sat down in a (juiot corner ; a few people came 
and went, but they were comparatively alone. 

" I wonder if yoa know how long it is since I ha¥ebeeii 
to see you V " 

"It is a long time," Laura answered, in a low voice. 
"It is almost three months; I could tell you the very 
number of the days. Do you care to know why I have not 
been ? " 

" Certainly I do." 

"I thought until this afternoon that you were engaged 
to Frank Ileywood ;" Guy Whispered. 

"I fancied you had some such impression," 
"And yet you never told me that I was mistaken?" 
" Tou forget that I never had the opportunity." 
"That is true ; but if you had known how I was suffer- 
ing, I think you would have sent *me a letter explaining 
my error." 

Laara smiled; it was a relief to her to try by a little 
pleasantry, to shake off the spell that was creeping over her 
—vague, delicious, but rendering her too conscious for the 
place and the scene. "That would have been a very extra- 
ordinary proceeding, certainly, Mr. Bradford ; imagine my 
writing to you. ' I am not engaged to any one, please 
come and see me.' " 

Guy looked hurt, man-like he thought of nothing, 
cared for nothing, but the passion that absorbed him. 
"You are laughing at me," he said; " Yon have no sym- 
pathy for the misery I have endured." 
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Laura was intensely Iiappy and yet she was lialf pro- 
voked. "Why does he not say sometHng definite?" she 
thought. " I cannot make all sorts of admissions in reply 
to a few vagiie words." She was silent a moment; one 
woold have fancied that her burning cheeks, her downcast 
eyes, her quick coming breath, would have revealed her 
secret to any one; but Guy, uncertain and jealous, was 
only puzzled and troubled. 

"I don't believe you eared whether I came to see yoa 
or not," he exclaimed. 

" I did, very much," Laura said, quickly ; and the look 
which fhe gave him, sent a throb of delight straight to the 
honest heart beside her, 

"Oh, Laura 1" he cried, forgetting everything around 
them, and bending near her till his arm almost clasped her. 
" You do care for me a little, don't you ? " 

Laura started up suddenly, " Mr. Bradford," she siud, 
" this is no place for us to talk so seriously; we are already 
attracting attention. If you will come to see me to-mor- 
row evening, I will answer as many questions as you 
please." 

Guy was half provoked aud yet he realized that she 
was right. He rose and offered her his arm. "I am a 
stupid, blundering fellow," he said. "But I felt so happy 
to-day when Mrs. D'^rcy told me that you were not 
engaged, that I may be forgiven for being a little rash." 

The whole bearing of the two was such as would, to 
the most casual observer betray that they were lovers. 
They stood before a group of statuary, but neither of 
them looked at the marble forms. Guy's eyes were fixed 
on Laura's face, and she was trembling, in conscious hap- 
piness, under his gaze. At this moment Judge Swinton 
who had been idling through the galleries, came into this 
room. He started when he saw the two young people, 
and a black frown crossed his facb. He gave them one 
cloge shrewd look, and then turned away before either of 
them had seen him. 
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Laura said presently: "I think wo had bottev go oat 
and find our friends, don't you, Mr. Bradford ?" glancing 
up at him with a sort of sweot timidity that was an intoxi- 
cation to Guy. 

" You are right, I suppose," he replied with a sigh ; 
"if I could have my way, 1 would take you away from 
every one for awhile, but I will try to be patient until 
to-morrow evening," 

They passed out of the room and joined the throng in 
the larger galleries. It was rather difficult perhaps for 
both of them to appear indifferent, but they did pretty 
well, and resumed a sort of monosyllabic conva|sation 
about the pictures j speaking some superficial -words whicb 
never betrayed the great flood of happiness that was beat- 
ing deep down in their heai-ts. 

As they were moving on thus, they noticed that people 
were turning to gaze in a certain direction, and caught 
whispered expressions of admiration. Following the crowd, 
they looked to the other side of the room, and there stood 
J[r. Le Eoy and his beaatiful bride. 

Flora was dressed in a costume of green silk in several 
shades ; a French drees, wonderful in elaborate beauty of 
design, and wore on her head a straw bonnet ornamented 
by a wreath of moss roses. She was veiy lovely to look 
upon, her fair hair elaborately dossed, her delicate com- 
plexion brilliant with that peculiar flush that Laura had 
noticed before. Tiiere was, to herfuiend, always that same 
unrest in her eyes, but to the casual observer, she was the 
fortunate wife of a wealthy man ; young, fair and happy, 
and Mr. Le Hoy had gobA reasons to feci complacently 
satisfied with his choice. 

Guy and Laura changed the direction of their walk so 
as presently to meet the couple, and as the encounter took 
place, cordia> greetings were exchanged, Bradford had 
long known both Mr," and Mrs. Le Roy, and under his 
escort, even Laura received a condescending recognition 
from the stately bridegroom. Flora was of oourae lielight- 
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etl to see her friend, and as the two gentlemen exchanged 
a woi-d, she drew her a little aside. 

» I have heard of yoar snccesa, Laura," she said ; " and 
I am 80 glad." 

» Thanks, dear, and what have you heon doing ? " 

"Oh, I have written something!" whispered Flora, 
eagerly ; " Come and see me oo Saturday again, will you ? 
And tell me what you think of it." 

It was a pleasure to Laura to see the light in her friend's 
face as she spoke, and she at once agreed to visit her at the 
time mentioned; then, having exchanged farewells with 
Mr. arfd Mrs. Le Roy, she and Gny passed on. ■ 

Presently, after this, the two found Mrs. D'Aroy, and 
the hour for closing the exhiljttion having come, they all 
went to the doctor's carriage. As Guy took Laura's hand 
to help her in, he pressed it with so fei-veiit a grasp as to 

be really painful, and whispered significantly— ""' - 

evening." 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

iN UNANSWEEEO QITESTION-. 



-Thb next morning when Laura reached school, she was 
met in the hall by Mrs. Glitter, who informed her that Mi. 
Glitter would like to see her after her classes were over. 
Laura signified that she would be at his service at the time 
specified, and went up to her duties. She more than half- 
guessed why she was thus summoned ; but she was so happy 
that no minor annoyance could trouble her. The next two 
hours passed, she scarcely knew how ; she tried hard to 
keep her thoughts on her occupation, but she found them 
wandering away, again and again, into a «reani. Once 
when one of the little giris asked her, if that was correct 
perspective? she softly answered, "this evening," , and 
then blushed enormously at the child's look of surprise; 
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and try as hard aa she might, nothing seemed real to herj 
there was a haze, an enchanted light over every ohject, and 
the fair vista of her thoughts closed always with Guy's 
coKiing. 

After awhile the twelve-o'clock bell rang, and, the girls 
dismissed,, Laui-a put on her hat and walked down to the 
reception-room where she found Mr. Glitter awaiting her. 
He fidgeted a little nervously at her entrance; he had 
grown to have a certain dread of the steady gaze of those 
gray eyes, bat bowed with an assumption of dignity as 
Laura took her seat. 

" Miss Stanley," he began, pompously: "we «re ap- 
proaching the close of our fiscal year, when it becomes 
proper for me to make my arrangements for the future. 
Tou are aware, perhaps, that school closes on the fifteenth 
of June." 

Laura admitted that she was in possession of that fact, 
that she had indeed been for some time acquainted 
with it, 

" Very good, you will, not perhaps be wholly unprepared 
to hear that I have decided to dispense with your services- 
for the ensuing year." 

Laura colored slightly. "I am neither surprised nor 
disappointed,'; she said ; " as I should not, under any cir- 
cumstances, have renewed my engagement here." 

"You look perhaps to a more remunerative position 
elsewhere," Mr. Glitter asked, curiously. 

" My plana are my own, sir," replied Laura, coldly. 

"Undoubtedly," admitted Mr. Glitter, with a little 
angry flush. " But I will give you one word of advice at 
parting ; I have had a large experience, and I warn yoa 
that sach sentiments as you have attered in my presence 
are calculated to be injurions, I msy even say, inimical, to 
your success ^ a teacher in any establishment." 

" My sentiments are not likely to change," Laura said, 
as she rose ; "and I trust you may yet acknowledge their 
truth. I wish you good-morning, sir," and she^ left the 
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toota, before Mr.Glitor could recover from the surpiiee her 
last audacity liad ocoaaioned him. 

As for Laura slie pursued her way to her home, con- 
gratulating herself that ahe ha4 curbei^ her temper and 
refrained from any saUcy reply to her small antagonist, and 
then dismissing him from her thoughts, began again the 
delicious reverie that made life an ejichantment. 

For some hours that afteraoon she sat in her room, paint- 
ing a group of roses and lilies, that she was executing to 
order for the print-shops, where she now regularly disposed 
of her pictures. She put on the colors, pale pinks, deep 
greens, delicate whites, accurately, but mechanically ; 
moving as one in a dream. So happy — so happy I Had 
existence ever before given to any one anch an overflowing 
delight as it had now for her ?' Had ever such bliss en- 
Wrapped other human souls ? She wondered no longer at 
the old-time stories of lovers' devotion ; at Hero's long 
watches for Leander ; at Juliet's death from despair of the 
crown of marriage ; at Penelope's yearning fidelity to her 
wandering husband. No misery seemed bo bad as loss of 
this new-found joy, no pleasure so great as its fruition. 
Her pulses were beating full and strong like new wine in 
her warm veins ; her heart was fall of a vagno craving 
that was blissful pain. 

At last, it seemed to Lanra no longer possible to con- 
tinae her occupation. As the hours of the day stole by, a 
Htrange unrest seized her, and she felt as if she must seek 
ont some companionship. The thoughts that overwhelmed 
her were too absorbing, too intoxicating ; they oppressed 
her by their intensity, and putting away her drawing-ma- 
terials, she went down to the little sitting-room. 

There she found, as usual, Mrs. Moulder with her chil- 
dren ; Minnie sewing beside her mother, the little girl play- 
ing on the floor, the boy wandering about aimless except 
for mischief. The room was very pleasant, the afternoon 
sunshine waa coming into it through the open window, the 
flowers on the stand were in bloom, the bird sang in its cage. 
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" Please may I help you twist the thread ? " Laura 
asked, quoting the old nursery-rhyme as she ioolted in at 
the Ooor. 

"Oh, yes; come in ! cpnie in!" Mfs. Mouldet cried, 
cordially; "No one here will bite otf your head." 

" Tlien give me some *orli," Laura said, going to the 
pile of stockings by Mj's. Moulder, and taking up a pair. 

" Thank you my, dear, as much as you please to do ; " 
then, regarding her carefully ; "How well you look this 
afternoon, and how bright your eyes are ! and dear me, ia 
that a new ribbon ? " 

" Yes," admitted Laura, with a blush aud a smile ; " I 
expect a visitor to-night-" 

"Ah! a favored one tool may I guess who? The 
gentleman who has not been in so long? Ah! ah I no 
need to answer that question in Words." Then with a 
gleam of mild mischief, "Will you need Minnie's ser- 
vices?" 

" Wei!, no," answered Laura with down-cast eyes ; " Hot 
this time, I think." 

Mrs. Moulder laughed softly, the pfesenee of the chil- 
dren prevented any especial words, and Laura rushed into 
a description of the events of the previous evening at the 
Academy. Mre. Moulder was much interested in Ustening, 
and for a while forgot to watch over the boy ; he was 
unusually quiet for a time, and then little Agnes attered a 
sharp cry, 

" The bird is out ! " 

In a moment the tranquillity of the scene was broken 
up ; they all started to their feet ; Laura sprang to the 
windows and closed them, the cause of all this tumult 
flying from side to side of the room with short sharp notes 
of alarm. 

When quiet was somewhat restored, Mre. Moulder 
demanded how it had happened. 

« Aleck did it," said Agnea ; " he opened the door of 
the cage." 
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"Hold your tongue, tell-tale, til ! " exclaimed the boy, 
angrily. 

"It is very bad," Baid Mrs, Mpulder; "I am afraid he 
will not go back to the eagc, and it is so near dinner-time," 

They ail sat down again, leaving the door of the bird's 
house open, hoping that he would return to it ; but he 
bopped about on the cornice, or flew high np near the 
ceiling, and showed not the slightest desire to return to his 
quarters. ■ 

Mrs. Moulder was «vid«ntly getting anxious. " Cher- 
ry I Cherry ! " she called ; " Come down little birdie, come 

No reply to these entreating words, but a few musical 
notes, and then a little song ; the pretty creature evidently 
enjoyed his liberty. 

" I wish he would come down ! " Mrs, Moulder ex- 
claimed ; " It is very annoying to hate him out jnst now! " 

" Don't you think we could catch him ? " asked Laura. 

" No, the ceilings are so high we can't catch him, and 
I am afraid he won't fly down at all." 

At this moment, what they had both been secretly 
dreading, happened ; the front door closed heavily, they 
heard slow footsteps coming up staire, and Mr. Moulder 
entered the room. He looked flushed with the heat of the 
day, and was, as usual, in his before-dinner humor. 

" What's the matter ? What's all this fuss about ? " he 
demanded, looking from one to the other. 

" The bird's out," explained Aleck. 

" Bird out ? well, what if he is ? equalling little beast ! 
He's always ^ plague." 

" He'll go back to his cage by-and-bye, I think," said 
Mrs. Moulder, nervously. 

Mr. Moulder gave a sort of grant, and passed ioto the 
bedroom. As soon as he was gone, Mrs. Moulder tnmed 
to Laura. 

" Do let us try to drive the bird down before he comes 
I»ack." 
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The two ladiea each seized a towel, and began to try to 
chase the little fugitive, who, however, only flew wildly about 
the room, keeping atwaya above their reach. While they 
were thus engaged the dinner-bell rang, and Mi-. Moulder 
reappeared. 

" Well," he eaid, impatiently ; " are we all to stand here 
waiting because of that acreamiag bird? Hei-e give me 
something, I'll fetch him down." 

" Oh, Alexander, don't be rough ; remember he is only 
a frail little creature 1 " Mrs, Moulder entreated. 

The words might as well have not been uttered. Mr, 
Moulder took a heavy towel and rushed after the now 
trembling and frightened warbler. He flapped at him once 
or twice, Mi's, Motilder crying piteously, " Oh, Alexander ! 
don't, please, ' please don't strike so hard 1 oh, Alexander, 
don't, don't ! " 

Her words were of no effect ; Mr, Moulder seeming to 
be enraged by the bird's escape, beat the cloth at him 
viciously, and presently with some effect, he hit the flutter- 
ingyellow wings; struck them again and again, and in a 
momoDt, brought a mere ruffled mass of fathers to the floor, 
Mrs. Moulder picked up the tiny crashed object, " Yon 
have killed him, idexander," she aaid, with intense moum- 
fulnesa ; " my little pet is dying ! Little Cherry, dear little 
Cherry ! " putting her cheek down against the soft yellow 
down. " His heart scarcely beats; poor little bird, poor 
dear little bird ! " trying to smooth hie broken plumage ; 
" It is no use ! he is dead I " 

Mr. Moulder at first seemed half shocked at his own ac- 
tion ; he stood looking at his wife in silence f9r a moment, 
then he said, roughly: "What a fuss over a silly bird 1 
Come children, we'll go down to dinner," and he strode out 
of the room. 

Mrs, Moulder laid the dead songster gently down on one 
of the flower-pots, and then, flinging herself on the sofa, 
bui-st into a passion of tears. " I have had him so many 
y^s J ;:.«he;sobbed ;, " Poor little bird ! He has been such 
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& comfort to me, such a companion. Dear little Cherry ! 
and now to have his poor life beaten out ! oh, it is hard, 
cruelly hard 1 " 

Laura was perfectly overcome at this display of grief 
from one usually so patient. "Agnes!" she cried, kneel- 
ing down by her; "Agnes, don't distress yourself so! 
Remember you ought to avoid agitation." 

" I know, I know," Mrs. Moulder moaned; " I oaght to 
control myself. I have feared I should give way this long 
time; this is only the last sljaw that has broken me 
down," 

"Oh, do try to be more quiet," Laura ttrged, fdrly 
alarmed at such a paroxysm of distress as shook her friend's 
frame. 

"I will, I will try to be quiet," Mrs. Moulder said, 
bravely; "but life ia all so hard, so hard I "Work and 
endure and suffer, and no hope in the future," with a long 
sigh. 

The first strength of the passion to which she had 
yielded was past, and Laura was able to soothe her friend 
with such gentle and hopeful words as she could think of; 
finally persuading her to seek her bed instead of attempt- 
ing to go down stairs, and seeing her quiet there with 
Minnie by her side, before she went to her own dinner. 

After all this ejccitcraent, Laura had not much appetite 
for such remnants of a meal as awaitedher, and was sip- 
ping a cup of cold tea, as a sort of substitute for anything 
else, when the front door-bell sounded with a sharp clang. 
Her heart gave a sudden jump, a sense of suffocation over- 
whelmed her, and she was utterly unable to swallow 
another morsel, but sat trembling and almost panting, 
until Jane caine in, and with a broad grin handed her a 
card contMning the words, "Mr, Gily Bradford." 
" A gentleman for you. Miss; he's in the parlor." 
Lanra went slowly up stairs, her heart beating with 
quick swelling pulsations, her cheeks burning with a tell- 
tale blush. 

H,-s-sdt> Google 



232 LORD AND MA^TEK. 

Guy was walking up and down the amall room, ■ 
hia face waa very pale, his eyea alione with a atrangc - 
light ■ Lama paused inaide the door, looking at him m 
surpri.e. He cam. towards her, and seized both her hands. 
« Laura," he said; « I went home laat night as happy a 
man m there waa in all the city, ao happy that I could not 
sleep tor joy. To-day I have heard aomething which has 
caused me intense pain; it is in your power to give me 
back that happineas, or to make me more wretched than 1 
have ever been in my life Jiefore. Will you anawcr me one 
question ? " 

Laura looked at him, surpriacd at the tone of agony 
that underlay the passion of his worda. " What >a your 
question ? " ahe aaked. 

" I Buppose I ought to pick my words," he aaid ; but 
between us two, who have ao nearly looked on each other . 
hearta, there is no need of ceremony ; Laura where did you 
spend the flrat night in New York ? " 

The demand was so entirely unexpected, so unaccoimt- 
able, that Laura, for a moment stood perfectly speechless. 
She felt the blood rush to her taoc, and then recede, leav- 
ing her unusually pale. 

"Won't you tell met" Guy urged, a dark frown set- 
tling on his brow. 

•'Why do you ask?" Laura aaid, at last, drawmg her 
band away from his grasp. 

"Why do I aak!" he repeated; "Why do you not 
answer ? " 

Frank Heywood's warning words were in her ears ; 
under the sudden compulsion of this attack she did not te.l 
as if it were poaaible to hurry into an explanation that 
ought to be careful and long. ' ■ ^^ 

" I wish you would tell me why you make this inquiry, 
she said. 

"I will tell you," Guy replied. "Because to-day I 
have received a warning letter ; a letter which I have not 
Amit. » Snauencc mo against you; a letter w-bich shall 
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have no weight with me now, if you will answer only tliia 
one question." 

The tone was somewhat imperious, and Laura resented 
it instantly, 

" You have no right," ehe said, qnickly, " to ask me 
anything about my past life." 

" No right ! " exclaimed Guy, coming nearer to her, hiB 
eyea burning down into hers; "Laura, whether I have the 
right or not, can it be that there is any dark spot m your 
life that you are not willing to let all the world see ? " 

Laura flushed to righteous* anger, and drew up her 
head haughtily— "You insult me by even a suapiciou," she 
cried, hotly. 

" God knows I would not insult, or wound you, replied 
Guy, hoarsely. " This explanation which I ask, is as life 
or death to me." 

" And I declare that you have no right to ask it ! 
Would you give me an equal right to question your life f " 
Guy drew back a step, breathing hard. "That la a 
very different thing," he said. » Laura are you only seek- 
ing to avoid a question that you dare not answer ? " 

Laura was stung to intense indignation. " Mr. Brad- 
ford " she exclaimed ; " your distrust, and your cross-ex- 
amination are both an outrage. If after aU these months 
of aoquaintancG, if after all that you know of me, you can 
still harbor, even for a moment, an injurious thought, yoa 
ai-e unworthy of the regard 1 have given you." 

He looked at her, growing slowly pale to the very lips. 
« It would be easy to remove my suspicions," he said ; " do 
you utterly refuse to answer my question ? " 
" I do, absolutely." 

"God forgive you, J.aura," Guy whispered. "Good- 
bya" He moved as if to leave the room ; took a step 
away, then turned suddenly and caught her in his arms. 
" I have loved you so much ! " he gasped, and be pressed his 
hot lips with a sudden passion to hers, then almost cast her 
from him, and left the room. 
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CHAPTER XL. 



OVER THE S 



Aptek the door closed on Guy, Laura sat for some time 
motionless in her chair, counting the passing moments by 
the quick beating of her heart. Her blood was on fire her 
brain throbbed as if to bursting ; she seemed still to feel 
the tonch of that strange efnbrace, still to hear the low in- 
tensity of that passionate whisper, and this remembrance 
overwhelmed all others ; wrath, indignation, resentment 
swelled in her breast, and then died out, suddenly quenched 
by the recollection of the despairing cadence of those 
words — " I have loved you so much ! " 

If he had only said that at first ! If he would only have 
shown his confidence in her by ofiering her his heart, he 
might afterwards have asked her any question he pleased. 
But to come to her, with no right of affection, and make 
this peremptory demand was an ontrage, and yet, how 
was it possible to be angry since he had uttered that pit- 
eous confession, with the sad light of his eyes, the mourn- 
ful tone of his voice proving its truthfulness. 

K he would only come back, she thought; if he would 
only come back I Kow that he had told his secret, she 
would gladly respond to it, and then tell him all of her 
life he might care to hear. For a time she hoped that he 
would return, and sat listening breathlessly to any passing 
foot-fall ; but the minutes went slowly by, and no one 
came up the steps again, until after awhile Mr. Moulder 
arrived from the club to which h^ had gone to spend the 
evening. This aroused Laura ; she started to her feet as 
she heard the latch-key plaoed in the lock, and fled to her 
room, getting herself into bed she scarcely knew how, only 
to toss in feverish restlessness through the long watches 
of the seemingly endless night, haunted by the recollection . 
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of Gny'a -words, his glances, the trembling clasp of hia 
strong hands. Sleep was an impossibility for hours ; again 
and again she rose and went to her window, leaning her 
head out to catch the cool air ; looking up at the joni-noying 
stars and thinking that they too shone on him; straining her 
eyes in the direction in which she knew his house lay, with 
a longing to pierce the distance which separated them, and 
bring him back to her by force of her nuconfessed love. 

After awhile, however, youth and nature triumphed 
. over this excitement and Laura fell into a deep sleep. It 
was troubled by strange dreams of Guy's appealing eyes j 
but it lasted some time, and she did not wake until the 
morning was aevei-al hours old. With returning conscious- 
ness, there came the i-emembranee of the events of the past 
evening, smiting her like a blow, and she arose and dress- 
ed herself, feeling that one hope alone sustained her, the 
tope tJiat Guy would come back to her. 

Just as she had completed her toilet, her attentiou was 
attracted by unusual noises in the house. There was a 
bustle down stairs, and the sound of some one closing the 
front door. Going to the window she looked out and saw 
Mrs. D'Arcy just entering her carriage. Then the thought 
that Mrs. Moulder must be worse came to La«i-a, and re- 
proaching herself for her selfishness in not remembering 
her friend sooner, she hurried out of the room. In the 
entry she met Minnie who stole to her side with a pale 
and terrified face, holding her finger on her lips. 

" Mamma is very sick," she whispered ; " there" came 
a little dead baby to her in the night, and slie is so weak 
thafno one can see her." 

Laura was shocked and alamed, she looked into the 
sitting-room and there found Bridget Malone, engaged in 
putting the place iu order ; the neglected work-basket the 
dead bird oa the flower-stand, everything speaking of tho 
absent lady. 

« Oh, Biddy, I'm so glad to see you here ! " Laura said, 
softly. ■" Do tell me all about poor Mrs. Moulder." 
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" Shure thin, she's voi-y bad, intirely," Britlget murmurejj 
in a low voice. "The master himseP came for me two 
hoars ago, but the doother was wid her, and the poor dead 
babby was born before I got here. It was not to come 80 
soon, yoa know," she went on- mysteriously ; " but the poor 
leddy was worritted yesterday evening wid de little bird 
dyin' ; the doother says that was waur for her nor onything, 
and so she was awful bad in the night, and the babby dead 
when it came, as foine a h'ye ae you'd wish to see, too." 
" And how is she now f " asked Laura. 
" She's elaypin' quite paoefu!, the poor heart I So I 
jist a come out here to tidy up a hit." 
" Where are the children ? " 

"They're wid Jane, in the kitchen, ban-in' Minnie; 
she's so quiet she's no harrm at all, and is watchin' by her 
mother, the Vargin preearve her ! " 

" Is there anything I can do, Biddy ? " 
"No Miss, you'd better go and get yourself a bit of 
breakfast J share you're lookin' all t'rough wid ye this 
mornin'." 

This obscuro phrase evidently referred to the young 
lady's nnusual pallor, and the haggard lines under her eyes, 
and as Laura did feel faint, though she was certainly not 
hungry, she went down stairs and got a cup of coffee and 
a bit of toast, in such comfort as was possible, with Aleck 
and Agnes engaged in a perpetual skirmish behind her 
chair. 

Tired as she was, ^nd ansious as she was, the day's- 
dutiM must bo done, and Laura went, away to the school 
and to her pupils, going through with all the weary round 
faithfully, but very sad-beartedly. 

When she once more reached home late in the after- 
noon, she was told that the doctor had been twice, that 
Mrs. Moulder was very feeble and that no one could see 
her, as absolute qniet was indispensable. Laura ate her 
dinner in silence, Mr. Moulder sitting gloomily in his 
place, scarcely uttering a word; the children fretful ; evei-jr 
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one feeling the absence of the gentle being who waa 
hovering between life aod death uji stairs. 

The evening daikeneJ, down and Lauia hoped with a 
eickeniog longing that Guy would come , but the moments 
crept by on leaden feet, each one seeming to be prolonged 
to agony, and then, when it waa gone, to have passed too 
quickly ; no one came, the bouse was strangely still, peo- 
ple stole abont on tiptoe, the doors were closed with a 
muffled sound. Laura tried to draw ; the linea danced 
before her eyea, tried to read ; the words framed only non- 
sense ; finally walked up and down her little room till she 
■was entirely weaiy, and at last, at half-past ten, when, all 
hope of a visitor was over, went to bed and fell into a 



By some accident it chanced that although Mrs. D'Arcy 
visited Mrs Moulder twice a day, it was not until the third 
afternoon that Laura saw her. The doctor's visits on 
other days had heen made when Laura was out ; but on 
this afternoon, she waited a little for the young teacher to 
come in, and so met her in the parlor, 

" My child, how wretchedly you look," were her first 
words, "Yon are as worn as if you had had a fit of siok- 

" Never mind mo," Laura said, quickly ; "how is Mrs. 
Moulder this afternoon ? " 

"A little stronger, and I think with gi-cat care and 
absolate quiet, that she will recover. Her system has re- 
ceived a teiTible shock, but I hope that she has sufficient 
constitution to rally," 

"Do yon think that the accident the night before she 
was taken ill, really injured her ? " 

" ITnddubtedly it did, very serioasly ; Minnie told me 
all abont it. I suspected as soon as I was called in that 
there had been some unusual agitation, I knew, of course, 
that she was never ae well as she might be if her home 
were bappy, and it waa that long pent-up distress that 
added intensity to her grief when she gave way over her 
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poor pet. Mr. Moulder little realized when he killed the 
bird, that he destroyed the life of his unborn son." 

"He seems really troubled now," said Laura; "I notice 
that he is surlier than ever." 

Mrs. D'Arcy smiled. " That ia an odd way of putting 
it, but a perfectly correct one. He is cross because lie is 
worried. He is not a deliberately crnel man; only selfish 
and inconsiderate;" then with a sudden change of tone: 
" But, my dear, you are putting me off from spealiing of 
you and youraffaire;" taking hold of her hand and bend- 
ing her krad eyes steadily on her young companion's face. 
" What is the matter between you andOuy ? " 

"A — a cruel misunderstanding." Laura's lips trem- 
bled so that she could scarcely frame the words. 

" Yoii haven't refused him from some mistaken pride, 
have you, Laura ? " 

"No,'ohnol" 

" Ton know that he has gone away 1 " 

" Gone ! ' Where ? " her eyes dilating with distress, her 
cheeks paling. 

"To Europe, to England." 

" Gone ! " 

Laura repeated the word with a sort of gasping groan, 
and hiding her face, sobbed convulsively; moaning in 
broken accents, " Guy I Gay ! " 

The doctor was distressed at her tumultuous grief. 
"My dear child," she said; "don't be so unhappy about 
it; he has only gone to England on business, he will not 
he away more than two or three months. My dear Laura, 
do try to control yourself, if you care for him. I know 
that he loves you, and all will certainly be made right 
between yoti." 

"I'm a fool!" Laura exclaimed, trying to stifle her 
sobs. " I would not have given way so, only I have been 
so many days wretched and anxious." 

"It will do you good then to tell me all about it. 
Come, my dear, let me hear the whole story." 
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Thus encouraged, Laura presently composed herself suf- 
ficiently to give a paftial description of what had passed 
between Guy and herself, on th^t last unfortunate evening. 
Mra. D'Arey listened with profound interest. 

"An anonymous letter," she said; " Laura, whom do 
yon suspect ? " 

" Judge Swinton," replied Laura, unhesitatingly. 
"I thought as much; he seems resolved to persecute 
you to the uttermost," 

** Perhaps I was too haughty to Guy," Laura went on, 
"but it seemed to me that he had no right to make such a 
demand, and so roughly, too I If he had told me before 
he asked that question that he cared for me, it would have 
been different." 

" Oh, then he did make an avowal ? " 
"Tes," replied Laura, her pulses tingling aa they 
always did at that recollection; "it waa just before he 
went away, as if it had been wrung from him," 

" He was evidently made very wretched by what you 
said," the doctor anawei-ed; "it seems when he went down 
town the next morning, that he learned that Mr, Bolton, 
who was about going to England on important business, 
had been severely injured the night before on the railrSad, 
and would be unable to stai't for some time. There waa 
great consternation in theoffice over this, and on impulse, 
Guy offered to go in his place. The other partner, Mr. 
Clarap, was only too glad to have him go ; the passage 
was already engaged, the steamer to start in a few hours. 
Guy had only time to pack his things, bid his people good- 
bye, and so sailed on "Wednesday. Poor Mrs. Bradford 
feels very badly about it; she came to see me yesterday, 
and asked if I could explain Guy's conduct." 

" And what did you say ? " demanded Laura, eagerly. 
" What could I say, but that I knew nothing ? " 
" Did she think I had anything to do with it ? " 
" Of course she did, my dear," the doctor laughed; "it 
seems Guy told her on Monday night, after the eshUjition^ 1 
that he was going to propose to you." HLV^dtyViUaglC 
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"Did he?" with breathless interest. 
« Yes, and she was delighted to hear it." 
" Dear old lady ! I have alwaya liked her so much ! " 
"She is as lovely as possible, and she admires yoa, 
my dear, as she told me, more than any girl she ever 

" How kind of her ! But do tell me all," urged Laura. 

"Itseeras that on Tuesday night after he left you, 
when Guy came home his mother was watching for him. 
He came in looking terribly pale ; she called him to her in 
the library ; but he wonld not come, he only said, ' It's 
all over between us, mother,' and so to his room, where 
she could hear him walking up and down half the night, 
and the rieict day he was off to England," 

" If he had only come back ! " Laura said, piteonsly. 

" I daro say that by this time he is aorry he did not," 
Mrs. D'Arcy replied, " He was miserable, and with that 
impatience of suffering, which is characteristic of sonio 
men, his first thought was to get away. Very likely he is 
wishing himself back, now that it is too late, and I can 
promise him this, that so soon as he does return, he shall 
have a famous scolding from me." 

Ihe doctor's words soothed and comforted Laura very 
much. She, at least, knew the worst ; her iover was gone 
to be sure, and it was a dreary .thought, that the ocean 
rolled between them, but she had his friend's sympathy, 
and surely, surely, some, day this cruel misunderstanding 
would pass away. 

Hope, which for some days past had seemed dead in 
Laura's heart, sprang up again. Life no longer looked so 
utterly dreary ; there was much to trouble her, no doubt; 
she must yet pass many hours of sadness, and have many 
anxious thoughts, but the black grief that had oppi-essed 
her was gone, and she could yet endure, and perhaps even 
enjoy, that existence, which had just now seemed a burden 
too great to be borue, and would once again face her duties 
with cheerfulness. 
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That evening as the young artist sat at her lately-neg- 
lected drawing, Minnie stole up atairs on tiptoe, to tell 
her that Mr, Heywoqd was in the parlor. Laura was de- 
lighted to hear this, and went down to greet him, with the 
utmost frank cordiality of manner. He looked very well 
and was quite brown with exposure to the sun; but his sad 
eyes seemed to have a deeper shade in them, and they 
tilled with tears more than onoe, as he told Laura the 
story of Maggie's death, of Rhoda's long devotion to her 
friend, and of her noble sacrifice. 

" She thought that the plank was not strong enougli 
for us both," he said, with a long sigh; "and she deliber- 
ately gave up her own chance of life to save mine 1 " 

Laura listened with the deepest interest, and the two 
talked a long time of the poor girl's many noble traits of 
character, and the redeeming heroism of her fate. 

At last the conversation came back to themselves, and 
Laura told Frank of her triumph at the Academy, and hoc 
mtentioa soon to return to her home for the summer vaca- 
tion ; while Frank, in reply to her questions, informed her 
of the absolute success of hla journey, and the reward it ■ 
bad brought to him. 

"I am on the regular editorial staff now," he said ; 
" no more reporting for me, and I am so glad to be out 
of it." 

"What do you .do, then ? " asked Laura. 

" Write editorials, news articles, and sometimes letters." 

" And you have a good salary ? " 

"Excellent, more than that, I see my way to the ulti- 
mate achievement of my highest hopes." 

" What are they ? " 

" I want to be editor-in-chief of some great journal, so 
that I can conduct it according to my own views, and 
make it the medium of. my own thoughts." 

"That will hardly be for a long time yet, will it?" 

"No, oh no ! I am too young yet; but I believe that it 
wil! come in time." 
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" But now that you are so well off," said Laura, .lightly, 
"you will be getting married." 

Heywood smiled with that strang« lightleaa smile that 
seemed to can'y no joy, and regarded his companion with 
a singular questioning look, " No," he said, " I shall not 
marry ; my work must be father and mother, wife and 
children to me. I believe that a great daily newspaper 
may be conducted only in the interest of truth, of justice, 
and of right. The experiment has never yet been tried as 
I hope to try it; but I trust that the day will come when I 
may shape, with my own hands, a paper which shall be a 
teacher of the people, a guide in the path of virtue, and 
reform, and this aim must for me take the place of afl 
family ties. I feel myself more than ever consecrated and 
set apart for this work, since Bhoda's death," he added 
solemnly ; " I. must take care that her sacrifice to preserve 
me was not in vain, I must try to prove that my life was 
worth saving." 



CHAPTER XLI. 

MABITAL EEPKOOP. 



The sunlight was coming into the i-oom where Mr, and 
Mrs. Le Roy sat at breakfast, on the Saturday morning of 
the same week. The day was soft and warm, for it was 
early June now, and there were flowers on the table in the 
midst of the costly china, and heavy silver, with which it 
■was set out, while in a deep bay-window there was a 
jardinihre in full bloom. The place needed some such 
lightness to enliven it, for the walla were covered with 
crimson -velvet paper, the wood-work was of solid rose-wood, 
and the carpet was in rich shades of crimson and brown. 
Altogether it was such a room as would have seemed warm 
and pleasant on a winter's evening, but was oppressively 
heavy in tone fii this bright summer morning. 
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Flora sat behind tlie richly chased coffee-urn, toying 
■spith her breakfast indifferently, looking very pretty in a 
■white cambric robe trimmed with pink ribbons, and a 
coquettish little cap resting on her fair hair. Mr. Le Roy 
occasionally regarded her over his paper, with complacent 
approval ; but she never glanced towards him ; her eyes 
■were dreaming and her thoughts were evidently far away. 
Her gaze rested sometimes on the ^flowers before her, but 
never once sought her husband's face. At last, the^ 
starched man-servant who had been moving noiselessly 
about the room, went out, the breakfast being served ; and 
Mr. Le Roy laid down his paper and addressed his wife. 

"Flora," he said; "how much did those flowers 
cost ? " 

She started, slightly, as he spoke to her, and looked 
Bp, at first as i£she scarcely understood the question; then 
turned hev eyes slowly to the bright blossoms. 

"I really don't know," she said; "I told the florist to 
put in what he liked," 

Mr. Le Roy fi'owned. "And you never asked the 
price?" 
"No." 
" Did you forget that I requested you to make a mem- 
orandum of what you spent," he asked, severely. 

" I suppose I did forget," answered Flora, with assumed 
indifference ; " I don't think I thought of anything but en- 
livening this dull room a Httle ; at least, I did not ask how 
much it would cost." 

Mr. Le Roy bent his brows blackly, and was silent for 
a moment, then he said : " Will you allow me to see your 
account-book for the week ? " 

A faint color rose to Flora's cheeks. " It is up stairs," 
she replied; "but I fancy it will not do you much good to 
look at it." 

" I prefer to see it and judge for myself," replied Mr. 
Le Roy, coldly, 

"Vei-y well." She swept out of the room without 
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glanciHg at her husband, whose eyea she indeed generally 
avoided, and Mr. Le Roy, after ringing the bell to in-tbrta 
the waiter that the meal was over, followed her. He 
found his wife in the ttoudoir ; experience had taught him 
that she never liked to have him come there, but he was 
resolved to have her npderstand that it was hia house, and 
that he had the right of entrance to all parts of it, and he 
made it a rule to go into this room without knocking ; un- 
less, indeed, the door were locked as it had been more than 
once. 

Oq this occasion it was open, however, and aa he came 
in, Flora waa standing by her desk, holding a handsomely- 
bound accountTbook in her hand. She had a sort of 
naughty-child expression on her face, that might have dis- 
armed a man capable of playfulness ; but Mr. Lo Roy never 
noticed it. 

"Well? "be said. 

" Well," replied Flora, holding out the book ; " you will 
see that I have put down acarcely anything." 

Mr. Le Roy took it and turned over the leaves with an 
ugly acowl. "Is this a deliberate disobedience of my 
orders ? " ho asked. 

A kind word might have brought an explanation ; at 
this demand, Floraj's delicate face flashed, painfully. « It 
is deliberate so far as this," she said ; " that I never did 
keep accounts, and I never will. It ia useless for me to 

"You refuse then to render a statement of the money 
that passes through your hands ? " 

" Yes," said Flora ; " I cannot do it and I wish you 
would not ask me." 

" I have always kept a record of every dollar of my own 
expenditure — " Mr. Le Roy began. 

" Oh, I dare say," Flora inten-upted, with a glance that 
made the words almost contemptuous! 

"And I expect my wife to do the same thing," he 
closed, sternly. 
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"I was never brought up to it, and I cannot begin it 
now," Flora answered. 

" Not even if I give you explicit commands in the 
matter?" Mr, Le Roy asked, peremptorily. 

" Not even at your commands," Flora retorted ; " to be 
all day long putting down expenses in that book, is a sla- 
very that I cannot and will not endure. Keep the accounts 
yourself, if you want to know how the money goes ; " and 
she turned and walked to the window. 

" I will," Mr. Le Roy replied, closing the book, his eyes 
-shining with a cold glitter; "hereafter, until you come 
to' me with proper submission to resume yonr neglected 
duties, I will take cai-e of the expend it ares." 

"Very well," replied Flora, not turning her bead; 
" then I will send the servants to yon, every time they want 
ten cents to buy an extra loaf of bread." 

A slow color came to her husband's face. " Yes," he 
replied; " and you will come to me yourself, every time you 
wautfive dollars to buy flowers." 

■ Flora did not reply ; he stood looking at the graceful 
figure outlined against the window, for a moment in silence, 
and then left the i-oom. 

When he was gone, almost before his footfall had 
ceased to sound in the entry, Flora closed and locked 
the door, her eyes were ve'ry bright, her cheeks were burn- 
ing; she pressed her hand to ber chest as if in pain, 

"This life is horrible!" she murmured; "Ithink I 
would kill myself, if I had not one hope. I can earn 
money perhaps, and have my flowers in spite of him. My 
poor flowers ! He tnew he would wound me most by 
speaking of them. Ci-ueU cruel ! " 

She walked about the room, restlessly for awhOe, but 
at last carae and sat down by ber desk, and it was here 
that Laura found her, when about an hour later she came 
to keep her appointment with her friend. Flora rose to 
greet her with delight, and the two were presently deep in 
a literary discussion, 
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" And now for the poetry," Laura said, after a little. 

" I don't know what you will think of it," Flora replied, 
timidly. " It camo to me the other day when I was in 
the country. 

" Have you lieen away ? ' asked Laura, 

"Yes, last week I went with Mr. Le Roy to see his 
aunt, Mrs. Stuyvesant, who has a country-seat near Eye. 
"We drove out in the afternoon, and passed a very old 
church. They were speaking of its history, and how it 
had stood there before the Revolution, and then, while she 
and Mr. Le Roy were talking over family matters and 
people I did not know, I fell into a sort of dream and this 
poetry came to me. I finished it in a day or two of work 
at home." 

" That is the best way to write poetry, I fancy," said 
I^ura. "In a species of inspiration; I am impatient to 
hear it." 

Flora took some sheets of delicate paper, and with a 
faint rosy flush sufFusiug her sweet face read : 



" THE OLD CHURCH BELL." 

" Higli in ancient diaceli-tower swinging, 
Ilanga tlie bell, whose sounding tide 
Of sonorous music ringing 
Over all the country Bide, 
Of weal or dole. 
By peal or toll,. 
Tells tlie story far and wide. 

" Loud rang the bell when Eevolution 
Shook oar land from sliore to slidre, 
Procla.iming Mgh tiie resolution. 

Through weal and dole I 
By peal or toll I 
Till all was free from shore to etprel (''(-..^qL, 
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"Turbulent, tliH vibrant eliimin^ 

Rang for glorious news of peace, 
From vale to hill tbe sounds up climbing, 
Sang tlie song that ware abould cease. 
Now weal, and dole 
By peal, and toll, 
Mark how tlie tranquil years iacrease, 

"Solemnly, in early morning 

Moan the aotea that sadly tell, 
A Boul has gone beyond the dawning, 
& body needa a funeral knell. 
No weal, all dole. 
No peal, a toll. 
The years slow tolled "with mournful swell. 

" Silvery sweet the joyous swaying 
Of w*dding-bel]s, that far out fling 
Their melodious rapture, saying, 
' For youth, and hope, and love we ring I 
For weal, not dole I 
We peal, not toll I 
The happy future life to sing I ' 

"With liquid cadence, rising, falling. 
Mellow church-chimes fill the air 
Of the peaceful Sabbath, calling 
All the village folk to prayer. 
From weal and dole. 
By peal or toll. 
Here is rest from earthly care." 

As the reading ceased, Laura seized her friend'g hands 
in both of hers and uttered some enthuaiastio words of 
praise. 

"Ton think it is really good enough to send to some 
Magazine ? " 

"I do, indeed. Frank Heywood has returned and he 
will knowjnst where it ought to go." 

"And — and — if it is accepted, will I get paid for it?" 

"Certainly, but my dear girl, what can you want with 
money ? * 
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"I ! exclaimed Flora ; " I need money as much as the 
poorest woman in the city; I have not yet a penny tliat I 
can call my own ; Mr. Le Roy expects me to keep an ac- 
count of every dollar I spend and to show it to him ; even 
lay own private expenses must come under hia eye," 

" You have no allowance then ? " 

" No, none ; I think papa expected settlements, bnt Mr. 
I* Roy did not propose any, and of course papa could not 
insist. I have nothing of my own, I am only a steward of 
his money. The other day I went into J^onel's; you know 
they have all soi-ts of fancy articles there, and I amused 
myself by buying some neck-ties and ribbons. I did not 
really need them to be sure, and bought them more to wile 
away the time, than for anything else ; however I put all 
down that I spent, in the account-book, and on Saturday, 
■when Mr, Le Roy looked it over, he quite took me to task 
for wasting money 1 This week I have only entered a few 
large sums that went for housekeeping, and he was so 
vexed at me this morning that I don't know that he wUl 
ever trust me with a dollar again." Then seeing that Laura 
looked pained, she added : " But I didn't mean to say any- 
thing about this, only you see that it would be glorious if 
I could earn money enough to make my private expenses, 
independent of him, 

" I hope you can, my dear ; " replied Laura, cordially. 
After this they talked for awhile of their plans and 
prospects for the summer. Laura told Flora how soon she 
would go to her home, and some of her intentions of labor 
and study, and I'lora informed her that she and Mr, Le Roy 
were to leave the city'soon ; but it was not yet decided in 
which direction they would go. It was settled that they 
were to be at Newport in August, and that was aU that 
she knew definitely, 

» I suppose we shall drift about with the fashionable 
current," she said ; ''bnt whei-e it will carry us I do not 
know. For my pai-t, I had far rather go to some quiet 
place, where I could be rid of this perpetual wearisome 
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round of dress and gayety, and have some opportunity of 
study ; l)ut of course, my wishes count for nothing. It 
will be, as my lord decides." 

"Youmuattry and swdy a little eveiy day wherever 
you are," Laura said. 

" I shall; if it were not for the hope that you have 
given me, I believe that my life would be absolutely intol- 
erable," 

So the friends parted, Laura taking the precious manu- 
BCrlpt away with her, and piomi«ing to give Flora the 
earliest intelligence as to its fate. 

That afternoon Laura went to give her last lesson to 
Bessie Bradford. She had a sort of giulty feeling as she 
came into the house, knowing that she was the indirect 
cause of the absence of the dearly loved son and brother, 
and her uneasy consciousness was not lessened when she 
found Mrs. Bradford in the library. The old lady met her 
very kindly; but. Laura felt herself blushing furiousiy as 
she took her by the hand. 

Very few words were said, but all the while aa the 
young teacher was giving her lesson she was aware that 
though Mrs. Bradford sat in her own corner, apparently 
■quite occupied with some fancy knitting, she was every 
now and then looking shrewdly at her over her spectacles. 
These steady, though kindly glances were very disconcert- 
ing, and it was a relief to Laura when the hour was up 
and she could bid both the ladies good-bye. 

" Take good care of yourself, my dear," Mrs. Bradford 
said, as she kissed her cheek. " Wo sball all be glad to 
see you back in the fall/" 

The words and tone brought sudden tears to Laura's 
eyes ; she knew so well that the poor mother's heart was 
with her son, and her own was so full of his image 1 The 
old lady understood her by an instantaneous intuition* 
she pressed her hand again, and there was a moisture 
clouding her own gentle gaze. 

In a few days more, the last of I-aura's duties was^done, 
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Her pupils were all gone, or going away, the gchool was 
about to cloae, there was nothing more to keep her in the 
hot and duaty city, and never did captive rejoice more at 
release from prison than she did in the thought of escape 
from its monotonous barriers. 

During the last three weeks Mrs, Moulder had been 
slowly gaining strength ; coming back bit by bit to life. 
She was still very weak, but all danger was past, and 
Laura was relieved from the most pressing anxiety on her 
account, when she bent down to kiss her wasted cheek in 
farewell. The sick lady looked a poor frail morsel of 
humanity as she lay in her darkened room, her soft brown 
eyes showing larger than ever as they gazed out from her 
white face; and seeing how helpless she was, how feeble 
her poor thin hands were, those hands that were so tire- 
less Jn labor when she was well — -Laura hoped that her 
husband would be aioved to some greater tenderness and 
pity. 

Mrs. D'Arcy was almost the last, as she had been almost 
the first, of Laura's friends whom she saw in the city ; for 
she stopped at the doctor's to say good-bye on her way out 
of town ; but at the station it was Frank Heywood who 
looked after her checks and handed her into the car, aud 
it was his handsome, delicate face that gave her the last 
farewell smile. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

HOME. 



ThrbB hours of swift gl 1 n<r along the shores of the 
beautiful river ; three hours of look ng o t on the water 
that flashed in the sunshine on tl e h lit ind valleys of the 
opposite bank, all clothed in the r su nn er glory of green- 
ness, brought Laura to a stat o i n the h ghlands, where 
she left the oars. Among th people on the platfprm were 
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two young girls, younger thau ■ Laura, but resembling her 
sufficiently to point out at once their relationship to ber. 
Pretty girla with rosy cheeks and bright eyes, very 
plainly dressed in gray holland suits ; but looking healthy 
and bright, with the bnghtnesa of their youth. As soon as 
they saw their sisterj they came running to meet her with 
eager smiles. 

" Kate 1 Fanny ! How nice it is to see you again I " 
cried Laura, and she kipsed them both affectionately. 

"Mother is here in the wagon." Kate said. 

" Mother 1 " and Laui-a harried to the rear of the station 
■where the carriages were drawn «p. 

Thei'e were the showy tam-outa of eity people spending 
the summer in the countiy, the forlorn old traps that conld 
be hired by pa8^ngei'«, and drawn back a little way from 
the crowd, a substintial double-seated bos-wagon with a 
pair of heavily built bav horaes before it. On the back 
seat of this vehicle, sat a very little lady of perhaps fifty. 
She wore over a dark calico dress, a long black silk sacque 
of some past ta,sh}on a plain bonnet and a green veil, which 
she was holding on with her month. A fresh wind was 
blowing, and the vehicle had no top to it, so that this bit 
of barhge and her ribbons, were flying about, giving her a 
sort of distracted appeacance. As she caught sight of 
Laura she pulled the veil off, showing a pale care-worn and 
prematurely wrinkled face, which lighted up now with a 
snule" of joy. 

" My dear girl 1 " and Laura springing into the wagon 
was clasped in her mother's arms, " How well you are 
looking I " Mrs. Stanley said, presently, gazing with ad- 
miration at her daughter's handsome face. 

"I am well ; and you, dear mother ? " 

"I am about as usual ; very busy now, you know ; I 
felt as if I could hardly spend the time to come for you 
to-day, but Gertrude and Jeannie said they would do the 
pt^ this morning, and I thought I would trost them for 
once ; though I mistrust they will make the paste heavy.'' 
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"Oh, they'll do well enough," said Laiii'a j "I'd rather 
have poor pies than miss riding with you 1 " 

Kate and Fanny now joined them, having secured 
Laura's trunk, which was hoisted up behind by a stout por- 
ter, and then Kate taking the reins, they started on the 

Mrs. Stanley tried to put on her veil again; "My eyes 
ain't strong this summer,'*-8he said ; "and I have to wear 
a veil out in the sun." It was but a forlorn old thing and 
she seemed not to know how to adjust it. 

" Ivet me fasten it for you," said Laura ; ** and your 
collar is crooked too ; " putting it to rights, tenderly, 

''I came off in such a hurry," Mrs, Stanley said. "Tour 
father sent the team around sooner than I expected, and I 
got all in a fluiTy." 

Lanra sighed, the words were so familiar. Her poor 
mother was always in a hurry, and she had for years been 
accustomed to hearing such expressions as these. 

The jjrive was a beautiful one up the bills, seeming to 
be always climbing, passing beautiful country-seats; then 
going down long stretches of road, bordered on either 
hand by rows of feathery tufted locust trees ; every now 
and then catching glimpses of the river and the opposite 
shore. 

Over all the scene the sun ■was pouring his splendid 
beams ; they glowed on the geraniums and verbenas that 
stood in elegant gardens ; they danced on the grass of 
spreading lawns ; they gleamed from the polished leaves 
of the trees, and flashed from the smooth blades of the 
young com that gi'ew in the fields of the open country. 

It was a long drive, for Mr. Stanley's farm stood some 
ten miles back from the river; bnt it was a perpetual 
pleasure to Lauraj she was so glad to be once njore in the 
lovely country. She inhaled with so much gladness the 
fresh air'and. looked up in delight on the pure blue of the 
heavens, unstained by the smoke and dust of the city ; 
watching the cloud-shadows as they crept softly over the 
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Bcene ; or (bJlowiiig with an artist's eyes the track of the 
yriai as it swept across the fields of waving gi-ain. 

After awhile Mrs. Stanley began to grow very tired, 
and Laura passed her stropg arm around her waist to sup- 
port her. 

" My ,l>ack hurls so, after I have ridden so long," the 
old lady said, plaintively. 

"It is a sad shamethat we have no wagon with backs 
to the seats," Laura .replied ; " this is hard even on us 
young folks, and it must be very weary for you." 

" I wish we had a covered carriage, but your father 
don't think it beat ; " Mrs. Stanley said, meeJily, as If that 
settled the qiiestion, 

By-and-bye, as the shado'jps were beginning to 'grow 
loug, a iturn in the road brought the party rn sight of a 
substantial house, white-painted with green blinds, standing 
nnder the shade of some maple and locust trees. Across 
the road opposite .to it were some spacious barns painted 
^d, at the back was a wide garden, and spreading away 
from it on either side, were broad fields of oats, of rye, and 
of corn. 

" Here we are ! " cried Kate ; and as the wagon rattled 
up to the gate, two other girls in faded calicoes, came 
bounding out of the house, 

" And there are Grertrudc and Jeannie! " exclaimed 
Laura, 

" I wonder how they got along with the pies"— -reflected 
Mrs. Stanley, anxiously. 

There was a joyful bustle fts the party descended and 
went into the house; but once there all was busmess 
again. Kate and Fanny went to change their dresses for 
calicoes like their sist«r8, while Mrs. Stanley, taking off her 
hat and sacque hurriedly in the sitting-room, hastened to 
the kitchen. Laura looked after her sadly. She knew that 
with all these broad acres of productive land, her father 
was amply able to give the girls leisure for improvement, 
euitable clothing, and above all, to relieve her motbei;froni 
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the care and aiixiety that had -worn her otit prematurely, 
and yet she knew also, that it was useless to hope for any 
suoh change. 

As she went slowly up stairs to her room she glauced 
at the well-known objects of furniture, all solid, sombre 
and grim, -vrhich had been almost unchanged since she 
could remember. Every thing was io good repair, scru- 
pulously neat ; but all beauty, or ornament, or grace, was 
banished rigidly even from the parlor, which was so solemn 
and square in its arrangements, as to make it always seem 
a sort- of sacred spot, not to be lightly approached by 
■unhallowed footsteps. 

"While Laura was unpacking in her room, she heard a 
little 'panting breath, and Jeannie, the youngest girl, 
came into the room with a plate of cookies in her hand. 

"Mother sent these up," she said; "she thought you 
might be hungry, you know father don't like eating be- 
tween meals, so we could'nt get you a dinner; but we'll 
have something good for your supper." 

"Thank you, Jeannie," said Laura. "Stop a mo- 
ment and help me unpack." 

" Oh no, I can't ! " exclaimed Jeannie. "I'm in such 
a hurry! I've got to hunt eggs and go for the turkeys yet, 
and you know we haye four hired men this summer, and 
it is most time for their supper." 

"Four hired men and no help?" asked Laura. 

"We!!, Mrs. Clark comes to wash and iron ; hut the 
rest of the week we get through ourselves, father does'nb 
think it worth while to hire any one all the time. But 
there, I must go, I'm in such a hurry ! " 

The little creature disappeared, and Laura resumed her 
occupation with rather a heavy heart. The old borne 
life seemed to come back to ber with all its drudgery, 
oppressing her, and wearying her. No rest, no time for 
thought here; a daily Struggle with endlcae work,- a 
breathless race from morning till night ; this was the lot 
to which those whom she so dearly loved were condemned !_ 
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At tea-time the family reassembled in the long plainly- 
fiimlshed dining-room. Mrs. Stanley came in with a coarse 
apron over her dress, and her thin gray hair somewhat 
disordered. A dim consciousneas of this Beemod to strike 
her, for she put her hand up to her head piteously. 

" There ! I haven't fixed my hair since I came in 1 I 
never thought of it till this minute 1 " she said, glancing 
at Laura; "I've been so busy I haven't had time to attend 
to it." 

" Never mind, mother," replied Laura, smoothing back 
the locks for her; " do sit down and rest youi-self." 

Mrs. Stanley took her place at the middle of one aide of 
the table, behind a waiter full, of oupa and saucers ; the 
girls, who all looked tired and heated, placed themselves 
in their seats, and then there was a pause. The flies buzzed 
about; Mrs. Stanley flapped at them fitfully with a napkin; 
hut no, one touched any of the food, though the dish of 
potatoes was slowly losing its heat, and the tea must be 
growing cold. Presently there was the crunch of a foot- 
fail on the gravel walk, then the sound of some one washing 
in the back porch, and after some moments, a heavy tread 
along the entry, and at last the door opened and Mr. 



A man of medium height, squarely built, with long arms 
terminated by a pair of strong brown hand-s, and slightly 
bowed legs terminated by large feet encased in coaree 
boots. Above his powerful .shoulders rose a muacuiar 
throat upholding a niaasive head, bald on the top and cov- 
ered thinly on the sides with white hair. His face was 
lined and seamed in every direction with innumerable 
wrinkles; his bushy gray eye-brows overhung a pair of 
deep-set gray eyes; his nose was long, and his mouth thin- 
lipped, with a fringe of gray beard under the chin. His 
clothes, suhstaatial in material, showed the effects of hard 
■work. 

As he came into the room, Laura rose to her feet; 
*' How do you do, father ? " she said. 
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Mrs. Stanley looked anxiously at her husband. "How 
do you do ?" he repeated, scarcely glancing at Laura, ancl 
without noticing her extended band, he went and took hie 
place in the middle of the table oppositehis wife. As soon 
as he was seated, he raised his right hand and then, while 
all heads were bowed, asked a blessing, solemnly closing 
with the words, " all which we ask through the loT.e of 
Christ." 

Laura had heard the old formula many times before, 
but it had nev^er struck her till to-day, how strange it was 
to hear him ask .any thing through love, who gave so little 
to love himself 1 

The meal proceeded, at first almost in silence ; but it 
Tvas difficult wholly ,to repress the eagernesa of the 
girls to question Laora about New York, and presently a 
sort of suppressed conversation began. Mr. Stanley ap- 
parently paid no attention to what was -going on, until it 
chanced that be aaked for a cup of tea, and hie wife who 
was listening to something that Laura was sayiiig, did uo6 
at first notice him, 

"Elizabeth!" he exclaimed, in a tone that at once 
arrested her attention. 

" What is it Koger ? " she cried, with a start. 

" I asked for a cup of tea," repeated Mr., Stanley ; "and 
I should like to have it, if you can take yonrattention away 
from these women's chatter long enough to give it to me." 
As he spoke his face grew into a net-work of wrinkles, the 
Unes running up over his nose and down on his forehead, in 
a hard sneer. 

Mrs. Stanley handed her husband" the tea with some 
murmured apology ; but after that, aearcely a word was 
spoken, and the meal proceeded almost in silence. When 
it was finished, tliei-e was a bustle to clear it away ; Laura 
helped with the rest, but it was another hour before the 
cups and dishes were all in their places ; the dining-room 
rearranged, and the great kitchen set in order for the 
night. , 
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When the last duty was done, the mother and daughter 
went out on tq the piazza for a chat, and the girls had at 
last, an opportunity to ask Laura some of the many ques- 
tions they were curious to put. Before long, however, 
Mr. Stanley who had been ever since tea, reading the papor 
by a shaded lamp in the sitting-room, lit a candle, extiii- . 
guished tJhe lamp, and coming out into the entry, went up 
stairs. At this his wife started from the comfortable chair 
which Laura had brought out for her. 

*' I must go in, my dear," she said ; " I'd like to sit and . 
hear you talk ; but I'm very tired to-night. Your father 
.has. gone up, too, and as he has had a very hard day in the 
field, he'll be wanting me to rub him. So, good-night, it'a 
So pleasant to have yon back my dear child," 

She kissed Laura's cheek affectionately, and then went 
away, in a hurry as usual, quite running up' stairs, in her 
haste to be at her own post of duty. 

For a little longer the elder girls lingered with Laura ; 
bat presently they too went to bed, leaving her to sit alone 
and enjoy the charmed stillness of the summer night. It 
was pleasant to listen to the still small sounds that alone 
broke the quiet, the famt rustle of the leaves, the chii-p 
of the crickets in the giass, tho chant of distant frogs ; to 
inhale the dewy fieshness of the air, to look up at the few 
stars that shed their tremulous light through the trees, 
.and watch the glitter of the fireflies as they sported under 
the bushes ! In the tranquil loneliness she fell into a sort 
of dream, and her thoughts floated away from the scene 
around her, to the wanderer who was now beyond the 
ocean. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

OOUNTEr COUSINS. 



The days that followed, went by monotonously. Laura 
BBsiBted her mother and sisters somewhat about the ho^e, 
but spent most of her time at her diawinga. She was ex- 
ceedingly anxious to perfect herself in oU-painting the 
next winter, and worked hard on some orders she had 
secured before leaving the city, in hopes of earning money 
to carry out her plans. Around her, were the materials 
for endless studies of flowers and scenery, and she had 
such a regular routine of employment laid oot for each 
day, that it helped the weeks of the summer to a rapid 
flight. , 

For the rest of the family, the toil went on endlessly ; 
sweeping and dusting, baking and churning ; the perpetual 
duties of a farm. Mr. Stanley working hard himself at 
the out-door labor, and holding the women relentlessly to 
their in-door tasks, though making always this difference 
in his own favor, that when he came in to his evening re- 
past, his day was done, and he would spend an hour or 
more in reading his paper, while they must still be busy 
over the housework, and then very likely have sewing to 
do. He was very little with his family, except at meals, 
but his presence was always an oppression ; chriing their 
mirth, stopping their talk. At his approach, the npple of 
girlish laughter would die away, and frigid silence reign, 
so that his coming was secretly dreaded by every one of 
them, his departure always welcome. 

In July the pressure of the harvest came, and there 
were often eight or ten laborers to be looked after.^ Some 
extra assistance was indeed hired at this time, but it was a 
relief to every one when August came, and the harvest 
part o£ the work was done. Now, too, there was a httle 
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leisTire for visiting ;^ young people drove out in the evening 
Bometimes, and there were picnics in the woods, and occa- 
sionally a dance at a neighbor's house. 

The younger girls enjoyed these merry-raakinga keenly; 
hut to Laura they liad very little attraction. Her college 
education, and her city life, had given her a superior cul- 
ture, and a polish of manner which set her apart as it 
were, from those around her, and, although she was glad 
to meet her old friends, she yet felt a certain isolation 
eyen in the gayest scenes. 

One favorite coaain, Laura had; Caroline Lee, the 
daughter of Mr. ISTathan Lee, the uncle of whom Laura 
had spoken to Flora, as living near Dover Plains, and late ■ 
in August, Laura went to pass a few days with this young 
lady. Caroline waa a rosy-faced, sensible-looking girl, 
with a rough wit of her own ; an accomplished horse- 
woman, and well-known as driving the best animals in 
that part of the country. She met Laura at the station on 
the cross-road that ran near the place, and giving her a 
hearty welcome, the two were presently spinning across 
the country, in Caroline's neat light wagon, behind a fine 
roan roadster. 

" That's a nice horse of yours, Carrie," said Laura, ad- 
miringly. 

. "It is that ! Broke him myself; one of the best colts 
I ever raised ; gets over his mile about as quick as any nag 
hereabouts," 

" Tou like horses as well as ever, then ? " 

"Indeed I do I I'd rather have a horse than a bean 
any day I " with a laugh. 

" Then yon don't think of marrying ? " 

" Not 1 1 Men are very well, some of them, but Lord 1 
When I see what slaves most women get to be after mar- 
riage, I've no fancy for putting the halter over iuy head ; 
no, thank you!" 

" But yon may find the right man some day," 

" Perhaps, though I don't see any prospect of it at 
"resent," ,- i 
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They were going through a small village trow, and 
drew up before a trough, convenieutly placed, to water the 
horse. Not far off was a village-store : a low shabby 
building with a well-wom piazaa before it, and on this 
were seated a dozen or more men, all without their coats, 
all showing the effects of the d'ay'a toil; all absolutely 
idle. 

" Now look there," Caroline said, as they drove away, 
indicating this group faintly with her whip; "look at 
those miserable loafers! I counted them, fifteen able- 
bodied men gossiping their time away ! I should like to 
know where you will find fifteen idle women in all this yil- 
■ lage I They have been working all day as hard as the 
men, and they must work half the night too ! Why don't 
some of those lazy fellows go home and help put the babies 
to bed or wipe the dishes, I've no patience with them ! " 

"Why Carrie, how fierce you are ! " 

"I am, I know; this is one of my standing grievances. 
Drive any evening through any of these villages here- 
abouts, and you will find just snch a lot of men lounging at 
the store ; big bulking fellows who ought to be helping 
their tired wives at home, and when 1 think what they talk 
about too I why the stories that are retailed by these vil- 
lage gossips are so disgraceful that when any of us women 
drive up, they are stiil in a moment ; they know tbeir con- 
versation is not fit for us to hear. When I have a vote, 
I'll pass a law that every man away from home in the even- 
ing, except on business, shall be fined." 

"Then you believe that w^omon ought to vote ? " asked 
Laura, 

" Indeed I do ! " replied Cai'rie, decidedly ; " the idea 
of those men making laws for us women I " with broad 
scorn, " what a farce it is ! It would be only amusing to 
think of these good, but very heavy farmers, fancying them- 
selves competent to form a government without the help 
of the smart bright women hereabouts, if it were not so un- 
just. Why only think bow wrong it is to exclude tb© 
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mothers from the school-board I They who feel the deep- 
est interest in the education of the children miist stand 
back, and let the men, who are apt to pass it by carelessly, 
decide everything! It is an actual fact that the last 
school-board we had here, consisted of farmers who knew 
so little, that they wei-e obliged to aead for a woman-teacher 
from the next Couaty to come and examine the candidates 
for the District School ; these candidates being all women, 
of course. Now, how unjust to allow women to be teach- 
ei-s and examiners, and yet not allow them to be votei-s 1 " 

"It is absurd," replied Laura, " and you know, I am as 
strong an advocate of our riglits as you are." 

" I am glad to hear it ; you must talk with father when 
we get home; he is only half convinced." 

"How does George stand?" 

"George! oh, he's all right!" with a merry laugh, 
" you know it is ridiculous to give him the ballot and deny 
it to me ! " 

They had beeu bowling along at a good pace and soon 
arrived at a fiae farm-house, which seemed to smile a wel- 
come at them from all its broad white face, with the setting 
sun lighting it up. ■ They drove up to the gate which stood 
inside the elma that shaded the. place, and a tall young fel- 
low wearing a stained shiit and soiled trowsers, and having 
an old straw hat on his light hair, came running towards 
them. He had a red and freckled face, and his body was 
so put together that as, he ran, hia legs and ai-ms shook as 
if they would drop from their sockets, 

"There's George," said Caroline. 

"How do you do, George," Said Laura. 

A broad grin irradiated the yOung man's face as ha 
came to meet the two ladies, and shook Laura's hand. 
"I'm real glad to see yon, Laura," he said ; "I am now, 
real glad." 

"And I'm glad to be here, George." 

"How are the girls? How's Kate?" this last, with a 
sheepish blush. 
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" All well," replied Laiirn, smiling ; for George's fancy 
for Kate was an open secret. 

Caroline must look after the horse before she could 
join Laura, but a tidy maid-servant showed the visitor to 
her room. Every where in this house there were sunshine 
and flowers, and pretty things, aad after the restrained at- 
mosphere of her home, it was a rest to Laura to be where 
something was thought of beside toil, and where the influ- 



Just before tea, Mr. Lee, or. "Uncle Nathan," as all the 
country side called him, came in. He was a slow, quiet 
man, with an amiable face and a kindly heart, and Laura 
interested him very much by telling him how near she 
came to running away to his house with a reluctant bride, 
in the spring. She did not give Flora's name, but outlined 
the main facts of the story. 

"I wish you had brought her up," he said; "I guess 
if she'd once got here, we'd have taken good care of her I " 

" I knew you would,'* said Laura ; " and that was why 
I thought of bringing her to you." 

"And so she's married, now,dear heart ! " shaking his 
head ; " well, well, it's a world of trouble ! " 

After tea as. they all sat comfortably on the piazza, 
Carrie attacked her father on her favorite theme. 

" Father," she said ; " Laura believes in Woman Suffrage 
as much as I do. 

" Does she ? " asked Mr. Lee, looking at her in mild sur- 
prise. "Well now, I wouldn't have thought she did ! " 

" I do, indeed 1 " confessed Laura. 

"I'll tell you just what troubles me about this Wo- 
man's Rights talk,". Mr. Lee said, slowly ; " it seems right, 
acoordin' to the Declaration of Independence, that all the 
women as well as the men should vote, since they have to 
' pay taxes and obey the laws. But then to my mind their 
comin' for'ard is agia Scripter." 

" Against Scripture 1 " cried Laura. " Oh no, you can- 
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not find any place in the Bible where it saya that women 
must not vote." 

" Well, that's so ! Bat th^n St. Paul, he says — ' a 
woman mast keep silence in the churches.' " ' 

" He says in the next verse that women must not braid 
their hair or wear pearls," retorted Laura; "do you believe 
that, uncle ? " 

" Well, I suppose that ain't to be taken literal." 

" Neither is the other," put in Caroline ; " St. Paul did 
not want women to make fools of themselves by preaching 
out of season, or putting on too many fal-lals. For my 
part, I think women had a good sight better be writing 
and reading good sermons, than piling a bushel basket full 
of rats on their heads, or bunching up their skii-ts into 
wrinkles, and walking like camels I " 

" That's 80, now ! " said George, witb a sudden guffaw. 

" No one asked you," exclaimed Caroline, suppressing 
him instantly. She was the elder, had boxed his ears 
in childhood, and kept a masterful hand over him ever 
since. 

" If you take St. Paul literally, Uncle Nathan," said 
Laura, " I've been very wicked all winter myself; for he 
says, ' I suffer not a woman to teach,' and ■ I've been teach 
ing for six months." 

"Well," replied Mr. Lee, pensively; "it's main confu- 
sing; but if it was clear to my mind that the Scripters 
gave the women the right, I'd be for having 'em vote." 

" The Bible says, in the first chapter of Genesis, that at 
the beginning God gave to men and women both, the rill- 
ing power. ' He gave them, dominion,' and said unto 
' them,' ' replenish the earth and possess it.' These are the 
words ; the right of governing was not confined to men 
alone. And direct power was afterwards given to Miriam 
and Deborah as leaders, and to Anna and other New 
Testament women as preachers. But I think we may 
agree to this much, that God. intended women and men to 
be united in their lives; that he created tliem to be help- 
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meets for eaeli other; and that woman's influence as well 
as mail's is needed in govei'imient." 

" Yes," said practical 'Carrie ; " do yoa suppose we 
should have such places on the roads as there ai-e between 
here and the Plains if we had women commissioners ol 
roads ? No, indeed ! They are a disgrace, and whether 
I can vote or not, I shall make a fuss about it if they art: 
not mended before long. I only wish I was path-master ! ' 



CHAPTER XLIV. 



The same August sun that was shining over the hill- 
country of the Hudson, was lighting up also the quaint old 
town of Newport, all astir now with the gayety and life of 
its annual throng of pleasure-seekers. All day long, daintily- 
dressed women and men strolled under the elms which 
shade its quiet streets, lounged in the library, or stared at 
the round tower that still guai'ds so dumbly, its secret of 
centuries. All the morning, crowds of groteB<juely-eo3- 
tumed people plunged into the sui-f that sweeps up cease- 
l^sly on the bard sands ; all the afternoon, hundreds of 
carriages rolled along the beach or out to the fort ; all the 
evening, there was dancing in brilliant ball-rooms, or dreamy 
sailing over a summer sea. 

At the inost select hotel ia the place, were assembled 
distinguished and wealthy people from ai! parts of the 
country; inhabiting the detached cottages, lying under the 
shadow of the trees in its court-yard, or crowded into the 
large caravansera itself. Mr. and Mrs. Le Roy were there, 
occupying one of th* little fancy villas, but taking their 
meals at the hotel. Mrs. Do Lancy Winthrop was there, 
her^arlor on the comer, a favorite lounging-place ; Maud 
■Livingston was there, the acknowledged belle of the season, 
queening it royally over a score of admirers, and Elvira 
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Leighton and Eloiae Dickinson were there, enjoying the 
blushing honors of d&dutantes. 

The sensation of the moment among this circle, was the 
appearance of Flora's poom in " The Constellation," a favor- 
ite Magazine. Tliere it v/is in the September number, 
jnet out, with the signatare at the end of__the piece, " Flora 
Livingston Le Roy," so that every one knew who the fair 
author was. An extra supply of the Magazine had been 
called for, on account of this article, and " The Constella- 
tion" was to be seen lying on the table in every fashion- 
able parlor. 

Flora enjoyed keenly the early excitement of this snp- 
oess. The emotion of beholding one's own thoughts in 
print for the first time, is one of the most intoxicating that 
life brings, and for a day or so, she revelled unchecked in 
the delight of reading her words in dainty type, and the 
triumph of seeing her name, side by side with some of those 
most honored in the land, B(aud had indeed, seemed a 
little startled, and even shocked on hearing of this new ex- 
ploit of her sister's; but Mr. Le Roy had been away for 
several days, and other friends bad only words of flattery 
for the young author. 

One morning Flora sat on the balcony of tiie cottage, 
looking oif dreamily at the glimpses of the sea which she 
could catch through the branches of the trees, when she 
he^rd jfootsteps below and some one calling her name. 
Lookiag down she saw Mrs. Winthrop, who was approach- 
ing. She was dressed in a Watteau costume, with a fancy 
hat on her dark hair, and beside her walked Rudolph Ern- 
stein, whom Flora had not seen since the day before her 
marriage; while behind the two followed a girl with fancy 
baskets for sale, 

■ At the door of the cottage the yonog German left Mrs. 
Winijirop, who was alone when Flora met her in the par- 
lor. Aa the two exchanged greetings the hostess said^: 

"Wasn't that Mr. Ernstein with you, Etta?" 

"Tes, be arrived last night." 
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" Why didn't he come ia ? " 

"He had some sort of engagement, I believe; but be 
aaid he would call by-and-bye. I am veiy glad ho haa 
come," she went on gaily; "for I shall renew my flirtation 
of last winter with him. I'm getting awfully bored with 
young Courtoney." 

" I thought you liked him very mucb," said Flora. 

"Oh, well, so I did at first, but I'm.tirod of him now; 
you know I never can like one man more than two months 
at the outside, and be has been on hand a terribly long 
time. I had a little flirtation with him last summer,. and 
that alone is sufficient objection to him this year. I'd as 
soon think of wearing' last season's dresses, as of renewing 
last season's flirtation," 

" How you do run on, Etta ! " 

" Why not ? One must amuse oneself. But here, I am 
forgetting alt this time that I brought a woman with mo 
who has fancy-baskets to sell. Won't you buy one ? They 
are the prettiest I have seen ; I'm sure you will like tbom." 

A scarlet flush rushed to Flora's cheeks. " No," sho 
stammered; "I don't care for any." 

" Well, do let her" come in, now that I have brought 
her here," Mrs. Wintbrop said, impatiently; "I am 
ashamed to send her away. They don't cost much, either; 
she has sorne very pretty pnes for fifty cents." 

" It's no use," replied Flora ; " I can't buy any." 

" But why not ?" persisted Mrs. Winthrop. 

"Well, if you must know," said Flora, desperately; 
" because I haven't any money. I shall have some next 
week, when I am paid for my poetry, but I haven't any 
now." 

Mrs. Winthrop stared in amazement fov 8 second, 
■then seeing how p^ned and distressed her friend looked, 
her better feelings suggested the kindest course, and she 
left the room and dismissed the woman, returning in a 
moment with an efibrt to seem oblivious of any thing that 
had passed. Flora had recovered herself somewhat, but 
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her cheeks wore glswing deep red, and Mrs. Wintbrop's 
first words were in allusion to this." 

"Do' you know, Flora," she said; "you have more 
color this Bummer, than I ever knew you to have before?" 

"Have If Yes, I think I have; my cheeks burn alraost 
all the timfi." 

" Oh, that's it ? " questioning ; " You know how dis- 
agreeable the Norrys always are ; well, one of them said 
the other day that you rouged. I denied it indignantly." 

" You were right," replied Flora ; " I don't need any 
artificial color ; I think I have a perpetual fever ; put your 
hand on my cheek." 

" Why, it is burning hotl " Mrs. Winthrop cried, in dis- 
may, as she tonched her fingers to ber friend's soft skin. 

" And my hand, too ; " and Flora put her small hot hand 
into her guest's. 

"WhyFlofe!" exclaimed Mrs. Winthrop, looking at 
her with genuine anxiety; "you are ill in some way," 
then, aa if catching a brilliant thought ; " you are wri- 
ting too much ; it must be the poetry." 

"No," replied Flora, with a. smiie ; "it is not that ; I 
enjoy writing so well that I am sure it can't hurt me. It 
is the only real pleasure I have." 

"The idea' Of your saying that, Floral However,,!, 
think it must he rather nice to hsre some occupation." 

" You make fiirting your business," Flora replied. 

" Well, yes, I do ; I like to pursue it as a fine art ; one 
■must have something to do." 

"And do you expect always to flirt, Etta." 

" Aa long as I can ; after I am too old, I hope I shall 
die." 

" Oh, Etta 1 " 

" Well, seriously. Flora, what can we women do ? I 
should like to have some active work, but society says No. 
Wear fine cloth.es, make visits, amuse yourself, that, is your 
lot in life * When I was a little girl with my brothers, 
and they talked of what they were going to be, I used to 
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say that I was going to be. a lawyei* they wonld laugh, 
but I believe I could really have made a good lawyer if I 
had been trained to it. As it is, I have fulfilled my des- 
tiny, by marrying a rich man, and now must hill time as 
well as I can," 

Flora looked at her in surprise. " Why, Etta, I never 
expected to hear you talk eo earnestly ! " 

" No ; I know every one thinks I am only a frivolona 
butt«i-fly," replied Mrs. Winthrop ; " but I do have some 
serious thoughts, and some sad ones too, though no one 
can understand it. The other day I told De Laucey I 
wished I had something to do, and he looked at rae in 
amazement : ' Get some new fancy-work,' said he ; ' I'll 
order any thing for you from town that you 'svant.' He 
thought that I ought to be quite satisfied with that 1 When 
he was sick last winter, and so restless because he could 
not go down town, I wonder how he would'have liked it 
if I had told him to get a stick and whittle it into some 
fancy pattern ! " and she laughed, somewhat bitterly. 

" Of course," said Floi^ " women need an occupation 
and an object in life, as much as men." 

" And yon mean to l^ a literary lady ? " 

" I hope so ; if I had not that hope I think life would 
not be worth living." 

" Oh well, we might g,f well make the best of it as it is," 
Mrs. Winthrop said, resnnaing her light manner ; " take the 
goods the gods providej an'd enjoy as much as we can. There 
is Mr. Ernstein, ndW,"^' she added, catching sight of the ap- 
proaching figure -. 

The young German stepped slowly, and half-timidly on' 
to the piizzi, bat Flora went forward to meet him with a 
fraoklB Cfirdjai greeting, and so brought him into the par- 
lor, «^ nvoment ifter, a gay party of callers dropped in, 
Mld-ffihen they ieft, Mrs. Winthrop went away with them, 
OEl they were going to make a visit at a house where she 
Wished to gt 

When Floia ind Mr. Ernstein were left alone together, 
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there was a moment- of embarrassed silence. Flora sat 
playing with the ruffles of liei' white morning-dre^ ; the 
young German watching her with intense, almost reverential 
admiration in his dark eyes. Looking up, Flora caught 
the glance, and coloi'ed faintly, as she said : 

" I want to thank you for your kindness in taking that 
note to my friend." 

" It was in time, then ? " 

" Yes," with a faint sigh ; " it was in time." 

" I only wish I could have done naore for yoii," the young 
man said, earnestly ; "I offered to help Miss Stanley, but 
she thought I could be of no further use." 

" ifo," replied Flora ; "you could not have helped' us ; 
"but it was very good of you to offer — " then changing the 
subject — " Have you travelled far since I saw you ? " 

" Yes, as far as California ; I thought to have returned 
to my home, by making the- trip around the world; but 
when I looked at the Faclfle, I felt as if I could not put 
its waves between me and all my friends here, and so I 
tiimed my steps back again, and here I am." 

"Newport is very pleasant now." 

" Very ; " then earnestly, " but Mrs. Le Roy may I tell 
you ? I have i-ead your poem— it is so beautiful I " 

" Ton like it ? " Flora said, with a gratified smile, 

"Life^itj I have learned it by heart ; it sings itself in 
my memory all day." 

Flora was a little embarrassed.' ' "It was a pleasure to 
me, to write it," she said. 

*' And you have written others." 

"Would you show mo any?" 

Flora hesitated a riioment. "Yes," she said ; "there iti 
^ne little translation I have made of a minor poem of 
iGtoethe's, that I should like to show you." 

, Emstein expressed bis delight in earnest words, and 
jFlor a. brought from her desk, the piecious album in which 
she had. collected her verses and stories. 
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"Do yon remember," slie asked, "some lines of Goethe's 
. entitled ' I>as Bdohlein ? ' " 

" Indeed I do. I used to read them at school ; I think 
I can recollect almost exactly the German words." 

" Then you can judge the better of this," and Flora read 
in her soft sweet tones, her simple translation, 



" THE BROOKLET." 

" Thou brooklet, silver bright an^ clear. 
That wanders ever onward here, 
I pauae and ash, in dream suspense, 
Whence comest thou here ? Where goeat thou heDOel 

" I come from darltsome roeky caves, 
With flowers and moss I deolc my waves. 
Upon the mirror of my breast. 
The calm blue heaveu'a reflected rest. 

" Like happy children, free from, cars 
I wander forth, I know not where. 
He who has called me from the stone 
He, sure, will guide me safely on." 

While she waa reading, the young German watched her 
with all his soiil in his gyes ; looking at her as a worship- 
per in the old countries of Europe might look at a fair 
image of the Madonna. 

As her voice died away he was silent a moment, then 
he did not breat forth with extravagant admiration, but 
his few well-ohoaen phrases expressed gi-eater homage than 
any she had yet received. 

"I am not 'satisfied with the third line of the first 
verse," Flora said; " but I was so anxious to preserve the 
literal translation of the last line that I constructed the 
third with reference to that." 

"It is adinirable," Ernstein replied ; " you have caught 
the spirit of the poem so entirely." 
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They talked a few moments longer, and Flora aat listen- 
ing to Mm with a pleased light in her eyes and a faint 
color anffasing lier whole face, when suddenly there was a 
quick step on the piazaa, and Mr. Le Koy strode into the 
room. 

Every jparticle of light faded from Flora's eyes, th« 
rosy tint left her cheeks ; she started up, dropping her 
book and trembling with an emotion she could not repress. 

Mr. Le Roy was himself unusually pale ; he had in hia 
band a copy of " the Constellation " which he threw on to 
the table, as he noticed there was a stranger in the room. 
He bowed slightly to hia wife, greeted Ernstein courteously, 
and Flora resumed her sea,t with an effort at self-control. 

The young German, who guessed that something was 
wrong, sat a few moments longer conversing with the ease 
of a man of the world on indifferent topics, then roae to 
take his leave. Mr. La Roy politely urged him to call 
again, and Flora who had remained almost silent since her 
hasband's coming, murmured some words of farewell. 
Ernstein responded appropriately, and ao hurried himself 
out, and the husband and wife were alone. 

Flora sank back into the chair; a tremor running 
through all her veins. Mr, Le Eoy atood. before her, hia 
eyes blazing with a keen steely light, 

"Flora," he said, "did you write the lines that bear 
yonr name, in that Magazine?" pointing with intense 
scorn to "the Constellation." 

"Yes." 

"Then it is not a malicioua forgery; but you have de- 
liberately outraged me, by bringing' yourself before the 
public." 

Flora did not reply, but the blood swept back to cheeks 
and brow, and her lovely eyea grew dark with indignation 

" I want worda to expreas my displeasure 1 " Mr. Le 
Roy went on, violently: "During the last two days in 
New York, a dozen men have told me that they had read 
my wife's poem," with bitter emphasis ; " and in half the 
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evening papers I Lave seen, your name lias greeted me io 
some conspicuous place." 

Heart-siot-as she was of the conflict that was to come. 
Flora's pulses beat with delight at these words. " Was it 
mentioned disrespectfully f " she asked. 

" No ; but it ought not to be mentioned at all," i-eplied 
Mr. Le Roy ; " Good God ! Do you think I want you to 
be discussed in .any way ? The idea of my wife's name 
being in the paper ! " with wrathful impatience. 

" I cannot see anything wrong in it," said Flora^ 
firmly ; " ynu do not withhold your own name from pub- 
lic meetings or movements in which you are interested." 

" That is entirely different," asserted Mr, Le Roy ; " I 
am a man." 

" And I believe that I have as much right to my indi- 
viduality as you have to yours." 

" Tou seem to forget that you are a woman and my 
wife I " said Mr. Le Roy, with a sneer, 

" I do not forget either," replied Flora,, calmly ; "nor do 
I see why I should lose my liberty on account of either 
fact. You would not think thai I had any right to inter- 
fere with your movements ; and I do not recognize that 
you have any greater right to coerce me." 

" Then you intend to continue to^print your trash in 
any paper that will ta.ke it ? " 

" I intend to publish all that is considered by good 
authority, worth publishing." 

" Tou will do nothing of the kind I " he cried, angrily. 
" I absolutely forbid you evei" again to print anything 1 " 
Flora did not reply, and he went on, hotly. " Flora lA-o- 
ingston Ze Roy, the idea of your being known in that way; 
why you haven't really any right to any name but mine I " 

" Then you wish me hereafter to sign my letters, Mrs. 
Ferdinand Le Roy," with a faint twinkle of amusement. 

" I forbid you ever again to print under any circum- 
stances," ho retorted; then as she did not answer; "do 
you hear f " 
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" Tes, I hear," 

" And will you obey ? " 

» No." 

Mr. Le Eoy looked at her, growing white with rage. 
Flora had- become very pale again, but her eyes met his, 
resolutely. " You refuse to obey me ? " 

" I refuse to yield to what I consider an unreasonable 
and cmel request," she said. 

"Have you forgotten your marriage-vows?" he de- 
manded, furiously. 

" No more than you have forgotten yours, Mr. Le Roy," 
very quietly;. "I do not believe that under any circum- 
stances you have the right to thwart my aspirations, to 
stifle my goal, to destroy my life. You swore 'to love and 
to cherish' me; for the love, I know what that means," 
with a gesture of infinite disgust; "for the kindness, the 
tenderness, the e;entleness I had a right to expect, I have 
looked in vain. My vows, ho far as I uttered them, were 
reluctant ones, as you know. In spite of that, I have done 
a wife's duty to yon thus far; but I absolutely refuse to 
yield my hopes and objecits in life." 

" Then you intend to pursue the career of a blue-stock- 
ing, a literary woman;" uttering the words contemptu- 
ously. 

"Yes, you do not give me any money, I will earn gome 
for myself ; you do not make my life happy, I will at least 
try to make it not an aimless one; and I decline to dispute 
with you further on this point," 

As she spoke, she rose as if to leave the room, and took 
one step away. Mr. Le Ttoy sprang after her and caught 
her about the waist. " Flora," he said, hissing the words 
in her ear; "you sAo/? not parade your name before the 
public ; I wiU be obeyed ; I am master here and you shall 
learn to know it." 

She looked at him now, with a white and startled face, 
a cold fear in her blue eyes, and he let her go with a mock- 
ing laugh. As she staggered away, her eyes fell on her 

H,-s-sdt> Google 



334 LORD AND MASTER, 

boot of mamiscripts which lay open on the floor. She 
turned as if to piclt it up, but her husband was too quick 
for her; he caught her look, saw what it meant, and 
springing before her, picked up the book. 

" More nonsense I" he cried; "no, you shall never see 
this again." 

With strong hands he tore it across, once, twice, and 
tossed the fragments into the open fireplace, flinging a 
lighted match upon them. 

Flora uttered a cry as if he had been tearing her own 
flesh, and as the flames curled up to devour the fruits of 
her thought, she fell on the floor in a dead swoon. 



CHAPTER SLV. 

JUDGE SWINTON IS NOMINATED FOE 

At another hotel in Newport on the 
morning, there sat a group of men reading their papers and 
smoking their cigars, and, according to their views of life, 
enjoying themselves. This housd was larger, more showy, 
and more noisy, than the establishment where the Le Roys 
were staying. Here on the broad piazzas and in the great 
parlor might be seen gorgeously-dressed western women, 
handsome and . loud-voiced ; returned C aliform ans, qnick- 
eyed and eager, supposed to possess fabulous wealth, and 
people from the eastern cities; people who liked fierce ex- 
citement andfast living. Here all day long there soiinded 
the click of billiard-balls and the roll of ten-pin bowls ; and 
here all night long there were music and dancing. 

It was under the shade of the high roof of what was 
called the gentlemen's piazza, that these men were loung- 
ing and reading the New York papers which had just coipe. 
Amon^'.them was Judge Swinton, dressed in a light moi-n- 
ing eo'Stijme, looking fresh and handsome after a week of 
what li^ ;?aHfed rest. It was in truth only a change of dis- 
siparionj^ut the bracing air, the daily plunge into the surf, 
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liad invigorated his strong frame, and he was in full and 
florid health. He turned over the pages of Iho New York 
Ti-umpeter, at first carelessly, then with sudden interest 
reading eagerly a narrative which was showily headed, 
"Murder in the Eighth Ward I" "Row. in a drinking- 
ealoon 1 " " The fatal shot I " " Several notorious I'oughs 
arrested ! " etc. 

He glanced qaickly down the column, and then turned 
to a man who sat beside him. This last was a large person 
with a broad face and iron-gray hair, wearing a showy 
waistcoat, and having a great diamond blazing on his shirt- 
front, 

"Tyne," said the judge; "this iaa bad business in New 
York yesterday." 

" What ia it ? " asked Mr. Tyne, laying down his own 
paper, 

" There was a row at Bludgett's yesterday morning; a 
man named Potter went in to get a drink, and somehow he 
was killed. It don't appear to be clear who did it, hut 
they've arrested Bludgett and Bangs and Snaggers, and 
two or three more of our best fellows. Here, just run your 
eye ovet this.'' 

"I suppose it's in my own paper," said Mr. Tyne. 

"Oh, yon have the Planet; well, just see what that saya 
about it." 

« Here it is," replied Mr. Tyne, after turning his paper 
over a moment. "Hum — um — " as he read — "that's a 
bother 1 Do you know this Potter ? " 

"Yes, he's a very eificient man on the other side," with 
emphasis; "he's well rid of; but then we can't afford to 
have these fellows of ours all shut up till after election," 

" No, no, of course not," Mr. Tyne assented, quickly ; 
"-they must be got off somehow," 

" Yes, I'm afraid it will cost me a trip to the city, and 
that's a bore just now. I'll telegraph and see what can be 
done." 

The ludEfe left his seat and walked towards the offlce. 

^ ^ H,.,-.dt, Google 



836 LORD AND MASTER. 

There was a heavy frown on his brow as he went ; within 
the last two weekahe had been introduced to Maud Living- 
ston, and her haughty beauty had captured his errant 
fancy. Laura was qpite forgotten in this new pursuit, and 
he was vexed at the posBibility of its intermption. As he 
approached the telegraph operator's desk, h& was met by a 
waiter. 

" Judge Sivinton ? " asked the man. 

'Tes." 

." There's a woman who wants to see yoH." 

"A woman," replied the judge, with a fiush; "where is 
she ( " 

" She's in the lower waiting-room ; she's a — quite a plain 
person," the man explained. 

" Very well ; show me to her." 

The waiter led the way, the jadge following to a side 
room, used at some hours of the day as a sort of servants' 
ha,ll_; there was no one in it .now, but a shabbily-dressed, 
frightened-looking woman. 

"Mrs. Bludgett 1 " cried Swintou, as he caught sight of 
the 4)ale face and hollow eyes of the creature. "Your 
husband sent you," he added, eagerly. " I have just seen 
the paper. Tell me all about it." 

She began to cry as soon as he spoke, looking indeed, as 
if she had been crying almost all the time. " Oh dear," she 
sobbed. "It is so dreadful! I only saw Bludgett for a 
moment after he was took, and he said 1 was to find you, 

" There, there, don't cry -sX," the judge said, impatiently; 
" 111 get him out for you." 

"Oh, I, hope you will ! I hope yon will, sir \ To think 
that he sHSuld be in prison ! I know I ought not to cry—" 
Struggling with her tears ; "but I havehad such a time ! 
I had' to go to the boat alone, and after I got here, I thought 
I shouid never find you ! " 

" Well, you have found me now, so try to tell me how 
it all happened." 
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The woman put down the corner of the shawl with 
which she had been smearing her eyes, and looked at him 
with a kind of cold horror. " He doue it," she whis- 
l)ered. 

" Bludgett ? " in a low tone. 

«Yes.'' ■ 

" How do you know ?" 

"I was there—" with a shadder. «He badB,'t Taeeti 
home all night, 1 was so worried, that I went out to the 
Sample-Room just to see what had become of him. He 
— he didn't like my coming," she said, puttiag her b-yiA in- 
VolanUrily to her side, where a deep bruise attested how 
ho had shown his displeasai-e at her arrival. " 1 went be- 
hind the screen and just then these men come in ; they was 
quarrelling when they come, and Potter, he presently tried 
to chaff Bludgett about the ' lection ; ' Bludgett was kinder 
—kinder—" casting about for a word, by which to express 
his state of mind, mildly — *' he was put about you -.know, 
and tired, most likely, and so the man fretted him, and— and 
— there was pistok drawn ; but it was Bludgett that fired 
the shot. Oh, I know it was ! I seen it ! I seen it ! 'I'he 
man fell down all over blood," beginning to aob agaip, 

" That's bad, very bad," said the judge, aftef a pause j 
*' did any one else see it but you ? " 

" The other men must have: seen it," faintly, 

"Who were in the shop ? " 

" Only Bangs and Snuggers and Jones." 

"Ah! all our men!" said., the judge, brightening ; "I 
think we can fix it ; Mrs, Bludgett don't be so unhappy 
about it, I guess we can get your husband off." 

" Oh, but how can you, when he done it ? ", 

" What if he did ? You won't tell that, I suppose." 

" Will they ask me ? " in a frightened whisper. 

" Yea, very likely." 

" Oh dear, oh dear, what shall I do ? " and the poor 
creature rocked hereelf to and fi-o in agony. 

The judge looked at her a moment with a pnzzled fece: 1 
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then he said ; " I'U tell you what we will do, Mrs. Blufl- 

gett, I shall take the first train to New York and yoK 

must go batik with me," 
« Yes sir." 
" You can wait here till it ia time to go ; " he turned to 

leave the room, then said ; — " you can get some breakfast 

if j-ou like." 

" Oh no, sir, I couldn't eat a morsel, I've tried to eat 

and I've tried to read, bnt I can't do it. I'll jnst wait 

here till you want me." 

" Very well, make yourself as comfortable as you can," 
he said, not unkmdly, " and tiy to cheer up, I'll get your 
husband ofij eurely." 

At this the poor woman only moaned feebly to herself, 
" But he done It, I seen him 1 " and presently, when alone, 
laid her head down on a table that stood by her chair, and 
BO seemed to sob herself to sleep ; her hands fell nervelessly 
by her side, and a book which had been hidden under her 
shawl dropped on to the floor, displaying its showy cover 
and amazing title: "The Haunted Behemoth, or the Hell- 
hound of Andalusia j a tale of Spain and the Alhambra." 

Judge Swinton made good use of his time ; he found 
among his Newport friends, some men who were familiar 
■^ith the ri^t'Work of New York politics, and three of them, 
among whom was Mr. Tyne, together with Mrs. Bludgett 
went back tft the city with him. It was wholly detestable 
now, with vile smells and foul airs reeking from every 
narrow street and blind alley, and it was among these low 
haunts that a great portion of these gentlemen's time was 
passed for the next few days. Quite satisfactorily how- 
ever to them, apparently, as when they met for refresh- 
mentfeaiter their hard work, they drank each other's health 
■with l^Kite'nowing winks and expressions of satisfaction, 
The^^ber'e inqaest over the body of the murdered 
Potter, '-^'conducted, during two long sultry mornings ; 
the only-' 'witnesses were, of course, the people who had 
^een in the dvinking-saloon. The ™e^,.fi],«^^{;V^yfc^ 
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stranger who had accompanied Potter, had fired the fatal 
Ghot, and immediately after, in the confusion caused by his 
death, escaped from the shop. Mrs. Bludgett, who was 
put on the stand, kept her eyes fixed on her hiisbatid's with 
a piteous pleading look, all the time that she gave her tes- 
timony. It was, so far as could be gathered from her al- 
most inaudible words, corroborative of the others, and so 
the four men were released with a verdict from the jury 
that " The deceased came to his death by a pistol-sbot flred 
by some person to them unknown." 

A night or two after this, a great political meeting was 
held in a large hall on the west side. Speeches were made 
by several prominent leaders of the party, and then Mr. 
Tyne nominated Judge Swinton as candidate for Congi-ess, 
from the IVth distiict. The nomination was solemnly sec- 
onded by Mr. Moulder, and carried by acclamation ; Bangs 
and Snuggers being foremost in demonstrations of appj-oval. 
Afterwards the judge addressed his constituents on "tbe 
duties of the hour," and " the responsibilities of the high 
position to which he aspired," pledging himself to advo- 
cate "liberty, justice, and the principles for which our 
forefathers fought," and closing with a fervent declaration 
of his "entire devotion to the great party whose standard- 
beu'er he hoped to be." 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

A LAST APPEAL. 



While these busy scenes were absorbing the energies 
of some of the rulers Of Kew York City, while La,ura was* 
enjoying her few days of idleness with her cougifis^;. taking 
endless drives over the country with Carrie,, ftiid' playing 
croquet on the pleasant lawn at evening, her frtend Flora 
Livingston lay ill, devoured by a fever that for dayp. 
threatened to destroy her life. Hc^sdtyOoOQlc 
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It wa. hour, before .he reeoveted ftom the s»oon into 
■wHeh she had fallen on that nnhappy morning, and when 
,h6 regained oon.eion.ne.., it was not to come baclt to 
healthful life, bnl only to pa>» into the wild w.ldeine.. of 
delirinm. She lay on the low bed in her cottage-room 
looking by day at the ipla.he. of .nnlight that glittered 
in throngh the swaying branche, of the trees, weaving 
strange fancies of fairy .coies, or listened at night to the 
solemn tones of the waves, dreaming of wide sohtndes and 
infinite spaces, and babbling of . world of freedom beyond 
the stars. . , 

In addition to the attendants who had accompanied 
Mi. and Mrs. Le Roy to Sewport and who were the 
starched man-servant, and Clarisse, Flora's French maid, a 
competent nnrse was hired to watch over the poor sick lady. 
Every morning Mr. Le Boy came to ask how his wife was, 
and every morning as Flora's glittering eyes encountered 
his, she shuddered and turned her face away with a cry ot 
pain M«. Livingston sat by her daughter's side many 
hours of each day ; and occasionally Maud swept m, radi- 
ant with the glory of fresh conquests, though somewhat 
annoyed at the temporary chock to her gayeties which her 
sister's dangerous illness involved, and hosts of friends called 
to inquire after the invalid's health. 

One afternoon as sunset was drawing on, after a long 
sleep. Flora opened her eyes and the light of reason had 
come back to them ; her mother who sat beside her, leaned 
forward to kiss her with some murmured words of joy that 
she was better. 

"Am Ibetter?",asked Flora, softly. 
■■ Yes, my dead?hope so ; much better, and that you 
will soon.be -well A«' 'he doctor said you wore not to talk 
much. 

" "What doctor have I had ? " 

«I)r. Huntly ; it was so fortunate tliat he happened to 
liaye a cottage here this summer." 

'"When willhebehereagain?" v.inivii 

o 
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"This eYCTiing ; he generally comes about eight 

Floi-a said nothing more, but lay with half-closed eyes, 
looking very white and thin, now that the fever flush was 
gone. After a time she dozed again ; but when the doctor 
came'in, she was quite herself once.more ; was propped up 
in bed, and seemed anxious to talk with him. 

The physician was a kindly, white-haired old gentle- 
man, who had attended the family since Flora was a baby, 
and showed genuine pleasure at his patient's improvement. 

" Bettei", decidedly better, my dear Mrs. Le Roy," he 
said, as he felt her pulse; "weak, of course, but we shall 
soon build you up, I hope." 

"Then you think I shall get well?" she asked, fixing 
Ler largo blue eyes on his face. 

" Certainly, my dear young lady, certainly. Ton have 
had a severe illness, but you are young, not a very strong 
constitution, I remember,- buf I hope I shall soon see you 
about again." 

" How soon shall I be well f " 

The doctor shook his head. "I cannot promise; you 
must be patient for awhile, you may be a little slow in en- 
tirely recovering ; I shall rather look for a rise of fever 
towards night for some time to come, but you will gain, 
no doubt, from this day. Any appetite, nurse ? " 

" Yea sir, Mrs. Le Roy ate a bit of toast to-night, it 
was not much, but more than she has taken before since 
she was ill." 

" Good, very good." 

And so the doctor went away, and had many expres- 
sions o£ encouragement regarding Flora's condition for her 
husband, her mother, and all inquftfeg friends. 

For a few days more the' inval^V^s very quiet, pale 
and feeble, but as the doctor had ^^dicted, slowly gain- 
ino- strength. Towards evening she sometimes had a 
return of fever, but at the end of a week she was certainly 
stronger, and often was able to rise from the bed for a 



I V Google 



343 LORD AND MASTER. 

little wliile, anil sit on tlie balcony that looked towards the 
Bea. Here she would recline, watching tho gorgeous 
autnmn sunsets fade over the waters, marking the slow 
advance of the enfolding darkness, listening ever to the 
appealing voice of the unresting ocean — calling sometimes 
with a moan of yearning — whispering sometimes of the 
peace and rest beneath its waves. 

Gradually Floi'a was able to see a few friends; to talk 
a little. When Mr. Le Eoy came in now, she received hia 
poiite expressions of satisfaction at her recovery with some 
suitable reply ; but always avoiding his eyes, as if their 
look hurt her, and invariably expressing fatigue wiien his 
visits were prolonged, so that he was forced to withdraw, 
the dictates of the invalid being on these points, as yet, im- 
possible of contradiction. Amoog the friends who came 
to call on her was Mrs. Winthrop, who was admitted 
despite some disapprobation on the part of Mr. Le Roy, 
because her lively chat amused Flora. Elvira Leightoii 
and Eloise Pickinson, too, were frequent visitors, their 
light-hearted school-girl talk serving to enliven some of 
tho weary hours, of convalescence. Of course no gentle- 
men were received ; bat more than once as Flora leaned 
over the balcony to inhale the refreshing breeze that blew 
from the ocean, she caught a glimpse of young Ernstein, 
who took his evening walk past her cottage, and had she 
cared to watch, she might have noticed him lounging 
sometimes near it, as an adorer will linger near the shrine 
jof a saint. 

The days drew on and on, and September set his golden 
seal on the year ; bright poppies, and flaming hollyhocks 
glowed in the gardens ; a few autumn leaves hung them- 
selves on the maple tree^, and the golden-rod stood up tall 
and graceful by the road-sides. At morning, mists crept 
np from the ocean and senwrapped all the village, and at 
evening," heavy clouds hung low along tho horizon, while 
the Eg^nas oat at sea, sent their echoes to the shore in the 
louder wail of the clamoring breakers. 
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At tlie end of three weeks from the time when Flora 
was taken ill, she was much better, was able to walk about 
her room aow, and even to go down stairs; b«t still, al; 
thongh so much stronger, having always some fever to- 
wards nightfall, which made her restless and often gave 
her sleep haunted by wild dreams. 

"Do you really think I am better?" she said to the 
doctor one morning. 

" Better my dear lady, certainly ; not well yet, but I 
can see a great improvement eince a week ago." 

"Yes, I am stronger than I was then; but in the last 
few days I don't seem to have gained at alL" 

" There is a lack of vitality I will admit, Mrs. Le Roy; 
a want of elasticity in your constitution ; but with care I 
hope you will convalesce more rapidly ; perhaps a trip to 
the mountains may benefit you," 

" Then I shall certaiiily be well some day ? " looking at 
him, wistfully. 

"Assuredly, my dear young lady," replied the doctor 
regarding her with a puzzled trouble ; " are yon very anx- 
ious to recover ? " 

" Oh no, I don't care much," and she turned away with 
a sigh. 

The good physician looked at her earnestly ; were there 
teara in her eyes? "Mrs, Le Roy needs cheering," he 
said, when lie met her husband on the way to her room as 
he left it ; " all the society that she can bear, music, flow- 
ers; not too much excitement, but amusement." 

" Certainly," replied Mr. Le Roy; " I am quite willing 
to have her friends come to her. I will go out this even- 
ing and bring my sister to visit her." 

Dr. Huntly remembered Mrs. Courteney's cold, stately 
demeanor, and thought that her society would scarcely be 
so cheerful as he oould wish, Uowevei- he had said what he 
could ; he had done his duty. 

When Mr. Le Roy entered his wife's room,- she was 
wrapped in a crimson shawl, and seated in a wide arm- 
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chair (irawn ap near the window ; it was a cool evening, 
but tlie sash was open and Flora was looking oat at the 
red light that flashed the aby and glowed over the sea. 
At the sound of her husband's step, she turned her head 
langnidly. 

" Flora you are very imprudent to be sitting in that 
open window," were his Srst words. 

" I am wa^rnly dressed," she replied ; " aad I like to 
feel the air, and listen to the sound of the waves." 

Mr. Le Roy closed the sash with a firm hand ; " I cannot 
permit stieh an exposure," he said. 

His wife did not reply, but her thin cheeks flushed, Eho 
fever had come upon her and she threw back her shawl, 
showing the soft white wrapper that enveloped herslender 
frame. As Mr. Le Roy took his seat, the nurse who sat 
sewing at the window, put down her work and left the 

"How do yon feel this evening. Flora?" Mr. Le Roy 
asked. 

" About the same." 

" Dr. Huntly says you need more society ; that yon 
want cheering." 

"I will tell you what I need more than that." 

"Well, what is it?" 

She turned to him with sudden earnestness : " I need an 
objeet in life, Mr. Le Roy ; when— when I was taken sick, 
you had said that I should never write any thing more. If 
you will unsay that, I shall get well." 

A frown settled on Mr. Le Roy's face, " Flora," he re- 
plied.; "I thought that this painful subject would never be 
reopened between us. I expressed ray wishes then and 
hoped it would be sufficient. 

" But I don't believe you thought about what you said," 
Flora rejoined, looking at him pleadingly ; " that is, you 
know, it was just at first, and I don't think you realised all 
it would be to me to give up my writing. It came upon 
you so suddenly, and you were vexed, T know, but now, if 
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I tell you all, I'm sure yon will not object to my doing what 
makes me so happy." 

"You are only reopening a fruitless discussion," her 
httsband said, coldly. 

" Oh, I hopo not, I hope you will not say so when I tell 
you all ; " her cheeks were burning now, her soft eyes full 
of piteous entreaty. " I have so longed to have an occupa- 
tion, a pursuit, and it has given me so much pleasure to 
write my verses and stories." 

"Ibave no objection to yonr writing them " Mr. Le Roy 
said, with significant emphasis. 

" But it does not satisfy me to write them for my own 
eyes alone," she said; " I long to have others read my 
thoughts. I was so happy the other day when my piece 
came out. I fell as if I could be well and strong and — and 
enjoy life as I used. You will let me write again when I 
am able to, won't you ? " with intense longing in the voice. 

Even Mr. Le Eoy was in some dull way touched, " Yoa 
are ill, now, Flora," he said ; " and you attach more impor- 
tance to this fancy of yours than you would otherwise. 
When you ai'e well, you will soon leai-n to forget it." 

" I shall never be well if you take ^way my hope," she 
said, mournfully. , 

" Oh yes, you will ; yon are only nervous and low- 
spirited, now." 

"You are not answering my question," she said, fever- 
ishly; " Mr. Le Roy, I ask you, I entreat you, to give me 
permission to resume- my writing." 

" And publishing ? " 

"Yes." 

" I cannot do it," he said; " yoa do not understand, I 
have a horror of woman's rights, in every form, I think 
that women should be quiet and retired; I dielike more 
than I can tell you, to see any woman's name in print, and 
to have your name paraded before the public is something 
I cannot and will not endure ; " his cold autocratic manner 
returning. 

IS* 
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" Then you take away my one hope," very sadly. 

" It is only yonr fancy to speak of it in that way," lie 
said, impatiently; "you have everything to make life 
happy; tUa ia only an invalid's fancy." 

Flora did not reply. She leaned her head baok in her 
chair wearily, and closed her eyes ; her blood waa throb- 
bing in her veins ; a tide waa beating in her brain like the 
tide outside. The sunset had faded, night had fallen, and 
the voice of the waves sounded through the hollow dark- 
ness, hoarsely, threateningly. 

Her huaband sat a few moments longer, looking at her 
with a vague uneaainesSj then he said ; "I will tell Mary 
to bring in the lights, and then I will go over and get my 
sister to come and spend the evening with -you. It will 
help to cheer yoUj" 

She still did not speak, and he slowly left the room. In 
a few moments the nurse returned with a candle and waa 
about to light a shaded lamp. 

" Don't light that," Flora said ; " put the candle on the 
shelf, that will be enough; and now, Mary, I want you to 
go an errand for me." 

" Directly, ma'am ? " 

"Yes." 

" But I don't like leaving you alone, ma'am." 

"Oh, never mind that," replied Flora, quickly ; "I can 
ring for Clarisse if I need anything, I want you to go to 
the boolcstore and buy me A new boolc, I don't care what, 
some novel or story." 

" But it's quite a ways to the bookstore, ma'am. It will 
take me quite a time to go ; " objected Mary, 

" That ia no matter ; go as quickly aa you can, we 
have an account there, so that you need not take any 
money." 

The woman turned to put on her hat and shawl, and 
although she w^ not particularly alow in her movements, 
Flora presently called to her impatiently : 
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" Do hurry, Mai-y." 

"Tea ma'am, I'm all ready now," and she came to the 
Bick lady ; then looking at her anxiously, she said : " I 
don't really like to go." 

" Oh yes, go 1 go ! Do go ! and go quickly," Flora 
replied ; and the woman left the room. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

THE END OF FLOEA's DREAM. 

When she was alone, Flora started iip, and with trem- 
bling hands opeaed the window and went out on to the 
balcony. Night had fallen now, the traoches of the trees 
swayed, the leaves rustled mournfully, the ceaseless voice 
of the ocean chimed monotonously, the breeze that .blew 
across her fevered brow did not cool it. 

"Go back to life," she cried, wildly; "endure what I 
must endure ! Be his obedient slavfe ! Crush out every 
noble aspiration, sink down iiito a mere creature of his 
oapricea I No, no ! Better an endless rest ! " 

She walked up and down the balcony, restlessly, her 
blue eyes glowing with a strange light; theo, suddenly 
turning, went into the house and passed. down the stairs 
through a side door and so on into the darkness. She had 
wrapped her crimson shawl closely around her, and glided 
on with quick footsteps, taking the path to the sea. 

The place was secluded; the summer visitors Lad, many 
of them gone away ; the night was cold and moonless, and 
there were no groups of pleasure-seekers abroad. There 
was one person, however, who saw the fugitive. Rudolph 
Ernstein, who had been lounging near the cottage, saw 
Flora as she left it, and intensely startled and alarmed, 
ventured to follow her at a diatance, 

She hurried on, the sound of the in-coming tide ever 
louder in her ears ; the toss of the wind smiting her brow 
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more shai-ply— a swift walk acfoss the grass, down a road, 
over some waste fields, and she was on tiie rocks overhang- 
ing the ocean. 

Running now, her white dress trailing behind her, her 
fair hair floating half-disordered on her shoulders, her 
"breath coming in quick gasps, the light of a teiiible reso- 
lution in her wide eyes. 

To her brain-sick fancy, in the gi-eat arch of the heavens 
the stare swung and Sained, beckoning her to join in their 
mystic dance. Around her the rocks lay black, monstroTis, 
cold, sliding under her feet, warning her away. Beneath 
her, the sea stretched ; vast, spectral, reaching away to the 
confines of the world, while the waves came leaping toward 
her, one over the other, hurrying, hurrying, always. 
Crowding and tearing in a mad straggle, till they flung 
themselves on the cold stones with an angry roar, and 
stretched up their white foam-tipped fingei-s, trying to seize 
her ; calling to her, calling to her, with their hollow voices. 

In a moment she stood swaying and, trembling on the 
edge of an overhanging cliff ; then she stretched her arms 
upwards, with a strange wild cry, and sprang into the 
clamorous sea. 

Her cry was reechoed by a stai-tled showt. The young 
Gei-man had been watching her with constantly increasing 
terror ; he had not lik^ to appear to be pursuing her; and 
she had gone so swiftly that he could not come up with her, 
unless he ran. He was within two paces of her when she 
made her mad plunge, and an instant after her head 
. disappeared under the waters, he sprang into the ocean to 
save her. 

A moment and he had caught her in Ha arras, and was 
battling with the billows struggling for a foot-hold on 
the rocks. It was a rising tide and this helped him ; he had 
presently staggered with her to safety and was climbing 
slowly lip the jagged face of the cliff. He reached the top, 
panting and exhausted, and paused a moment to take 
breath. 
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Flora lay in his arms utterly unconscious ; her face 
■white as the face of the dead ; her fair hair fallen in a wet 
mass on his arm; her damp garments clinging around her 
slender figure. 

So fair 1 So fair 1 in the pale starlight, the delicate fea- 
tures, the closed eyelids, were exquisite as some sculptured 
form, and the yoaftg man gazed down on her, his dark eyes 
full of the tcnderest compassion and admiration. Then 
as he saw how utterly motionless she lay, a sudden horror 
came over him ; he hent his head low, but could perceive 
no breath through the parted lips. 

" My God ! can she be dead, already ! " 

He started up again, hastening on, his feet winged with 
terror. He was a strong man, and she but a light burden, 
and so half rnniiing, half walking, but hunying always, he 
brought her, after a few moments to the cottage. 

As he approached it, he saw that there was already an 
alann ; lights were moving about, and as he came to the 
door, people hurried down the stairs to meet him. They 
were only the sei'vants, however, but as he laid his inam- 
mate burden on the sofa in the parlor, Mr, Le Roy and Mrr, 
Courteney entered it with the decorous propriety of eve- 
ning visitors. ' 

It seemed to Ernstein impossible to exchange words with 
them ; he had given a brief explanation to the nurse, and 
he now hurried out, merely returning the surprised and 
somewhat cold salutation of the brother and sister, with a 
bow as frigid as their own. 

When they learned what had occurred, there was con- 
sternation, deep and overwhelming. To Mr. Le Roy it 
seemed so shocking, so improper, that his wife should have 
tried to drown herself, and been rescued by a stranger ! He 
could find it ia his heart to be iotensely angry with her, 
even while she lay utterly insensible to his approval Jr 
disapproval. Mrs. Courteney quite agreed with him tl *t 
it was "very unfortunate." 

"Very annoying; very unpleasant that Mrs. Le B-iy 
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Iiad done tliis," tho lady said, as they conversed together 
down staii-a ; w!iile the physician and servants were above, 
trying to bring back life to the poor pale frame. " But 
she was. always inclined to be unconventional; the publi- 
cation of that poetry was quite, you know, quite out of the 
way, and now this freak is extraordinary, deplorable 1 " 

"It maybe possible, ho we vei', to avoid the discussion 
of it," Mr. Le Roy said; " so few persona are aware of the 
occurrence that I think that byjadicious management we 
may be able to prevent gossip." 

" Oh, by aii means, if it is possible, let us have no gossip," 
replied Mrs. Courteney ; " I have such a horror of gossip." 

And so when the Newport world hjiard the next day 
that Mi-s, Le Roy was very much woj-se, hardly expected to 
live, indeed, it was reported simply that she had had a 
relapse. 

No hope now, as the days dropped away into the eternity 
of the past. Flora's life faded, fairer and paler her eyes 
looking out dimly on the forms around her, among whom 
she would soon be a shadow, she watched in a half con- 
scious dream, the sunlight trail across the wall, and heard the 
echo of the waves as if it had been the cry of her own soul. 

One wild autumn night, when the moon was looking 
through bits of jagged cloud, and a stoi-m was dying away 
over the sea, the end came. 

Flora opened her eyes after an uneasy sleep; her mother 
sat beside her J a night-lamp burned dimly on the table; 
broad splashes of moonlight shone into the room through 
the ragged branches of the trees, 

"Mamma," she said, faintly. 

" Yes, my dear," and Mrs. Livingston, looking worn 
and sad, leaned forward to take her daughter's hand. 

"Mamma, don't let any of the other girls marry men 
they don't love." 

" Oh, Flora ! " 

" No, mamma, don't orge them \to marry any man, 
however rich he may be, from any motive but affection." 
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"My dear, my dear I you break my heai't ! " said Mrs. 
Livingaton, sobbing ; " I did what I thought best for yoa." 

" I know yoR did, mamma, there ! don't cry so ; I 
never blamed yon, dear mamma ; " feebly caressing the 
thin hand she lield, "You thought I should be happy iu 
my maii-iage, but it has killed me ; " with, a waiUng sigh. 

" Flora ! Flora ! ray child ; Don't say such wild words, 
and the doctor has forbidden your talkiog much." 

"They are not wild words, and it will not hurt me to 
t^k now," Flora replied ; " if my fate can save any one 
else, it will not matter. There are the other girls, you 
know, and I want you to remember this," very solemnly; 
" that women as well as men need an occupation for their 
energies, and that marriage without hive, is worse than, 
death," 

She paused, looking so white and exhausted that Mrs. 
Livingston started up in alarm, " Let me call Mr. Le 
Roy," she said; " he is only in the next room," 

" No, no ! " cried Flora, opening her eyes in sudden 
horror. " Don't let him come to mc. Sit down by me, 
mamma, and hold ray hand; I want no one but you," 
Then, after a moment, " Where is Maud ? " 

" She has gone back to New York." 

" And all the girls are there, I suppose ? " 

" Yes ; she h^ gone to look after them." 

" And papa is there too ? " 

"Yes." 

"Tell them all good-bye for me, I have loved them 
very dearly. I never knew how much till now; tell them 
to forget when I was crosa to them, and think of me as 
kindly as they can ; give them my love, and bid them 
good-bye." 

"And Mr. Le Roy," Mrs, Livingston began once more. 

"No, no ! Don't let him come I Tell him I forgive 
Mm, if he'ever asks you. But I don't suppose he will care ; " 
very feebly. Then after a moment, " yon are crying again 
mamma, don't, don't be so sorry 1 I ani glad- to die I oh, 
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so glad ! " speaking eVer with longer pauses — " God is very 
good ! I shall be happier'there than here — the tide is ris- 
ing — rising — how dark the water is I There is light above 
—light and freedom ! " 

Her eyes opened with a radiant smile in them, and 
after that there was silence in the room; silence except 
for the faint sigh of the wind, and the chant of the waves 
that was like a requiem ! 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

A VISITOR FROM THE CITY, 



The few days of Laura's visit to the Lees came to a 
close, and one late August afternoon she stood ready to 
return to her home, waiting on the piazza for CaiTie, who 
was to drive her to the station. Presently her cousin ap- 
peared, but in a double-seated carryall, instead of in her 
own light wagon, in-whic>t they usually drove. Laura was 
a little sui-prised at this, and asked as she walked down 
the path ; 

"Am I to go in that ? " 

" Well, yes," said Carrie, with a comical laugh ; " we've 
got to take George, too, he is going home with you." 

" Oh, is he ? That will be very pleasant." 

" He only made up his mind this morning ; or at least, 
so he says," explained Can-ie ; " but he seems to think it 
will be a good chance to go and see Kate. He really is 
very spooney on her, you know." 

Laura smiled ; " I think she likes him very well, too ; 
though how deeply, 1 don't know." 

" Oh, I dara say she wouldn't have him," Carrie replied; 
" but he'll feel better satisfied to go." 

Further conversation was out short by the appearance 
of George, who came down the walk, arrayed in a stiff 
suit of black broadcloth, in which he oeeraed to have only 
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a partial control over his Hmba. On Ills head he wore a 
till black hat, supernatural in its glossy shine, and his 
large feet were encased in a pair of highly-polished boots, 
80 much too tight for him, that his- ordinary shambling 
gait was changed into a sort of mincing prance. His 
usually red face grew crimson as he approached the car- 
riage, and looking up with a sheepish smile, ho said : 

" You don't mind my going home with you Laura, do 
you ? " 

" Oh no ! I am delighted to have your escort." 

" I thought I'd jest run over for a day ; being as it's a 
slack time." 

" Certainly ; the girls will be glad to see you." 

He got in, and the three were presently rolling towards 
the station behind a powerful pair of horses, which Carrie 
drove herself, quite scorning the ideS of George's assis- 
tance. As tbey passed through the village, the lively 
lady could not avoid a word or two on her favorite griev- 
ance. 

" More lazy men at tlie store ! " she said ; " half of 
them smoking too, and yet they grudge their wives a few 
pennies for any littlo luxury or comfort. I will tell you 
something that I myself saw here last fall. I was in the 
Store when a neighbor of ours came in, leading a child. 
It was a cold day, and the little creature had on a low-necked 
and short-sleeved frock. The woman's husband was loaf- 
ing by the stove, and she went to him' and asked him for 
twenty-five cents to buy some gingham to make high- 
necked and long-sleeved aprons for the little one. Tlie 
man refused, though she begged hard. ' You can use some 
old thing at home,' he growled, crossly. She told him 
that she had nothing that would serve, and appealed to 
him almost in teara. Still he would not give her the 
money, and she went sadly away. As soon as she w^as out 
of sight, the man bought half-a-dozen cigars, paying for 
them more than double what he had refused to his wife." 

" Oh, Carrie 1 " cried Laura, " don't tell me such dread- 
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fui stories ! It makes mt! feel so helplessly indignant I 
Besides all men are not bo cruel ; now here is George, no 
one can imagine his being unkind to his wife." 

"I hope not," said George fervently; "if I was mar- 
ried " — with a great blush — " I'd lie down on the ground 
and let my wife walk over me if she wanted to." 

" I believe you would," laughed Carrie ; " you're a 
pretty good old fellow, George." 

The station was reached soon after this, and before long 
the train arrived ; Carrie being one of those punctual per- 
sons who allow themselves only just so much and no more 
time than enough to reach the railroad, and have no fancy, 
for hurrying away from home and then waiting half-an- 
hour on the platform. . The consins parted, with many 
kindly expressions, and after that Laura and George had a 
pleasant but uneventful trip through the hills, to the 
station near Mr. Stanley's farm. 

When they left the care, they found Kate waiting for 
them, to the great delight, no doubt, of the young farmer, 
who, however, only expressed it by shaking her hand so 
hard as to wring from her a little shriek of pain, and by a 
series of grins so sustained that one would have thought 
his cheeks must fairly have ached with the tension. 

Kate not being so strong-minded or strong-handed as 
Can-ie, allowed George to drive, and so the three presently 
arrived at the farm, which lay mtich nearer this railroad 
than to the other. 

As they approached the house, they were surprised to 
see a smart-looking buggy, drawn up near the gate, with a 
neat horse pawing the ground before it. 

" I wonder who is here 1 " Kate exclaimed, with country 
curiosity, 

"Perhaps it's some of your beaus," George suggested, 
clumsily, looking appreliensively at the vehicle. 

Kate laughed. " I don't have any such articles," she 
said. 

At this moment Fanny came running oat of the house. 
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She had on one of her best frocks, and her face was 
quite glowing with excitement. " Ob Laura ! " she cried, 
" there's a gentleman waiting to see you." 

" A gentleman ! " Laura repeated, and her heart gave a 
great bound, a wild hope springing np and sending the 
color to her cheeks. 

" Yes,from New York ; but there he is now." 

Laura looked, and on the piaaza, fascinatingly attired 
in a light summer oostume, stood Mr. Fitlas ; as he caught 
sight of her, he came down the walk with a self-complacent 
smile on his face. 

" Miss Stanley ! " he said, extending his hand to assist 
her to alight from the wagon ; " We meet again ! " Then 
M he waa introduced to the others, " Miss Kate, your ser- 
vant I Mr. Lee, your most obedient." 

They all walked towards the house, ai d a tl y w t 
Mr, Fitias explained his presence, " B n b t n uj 
Dutohese County for the fii-m," he said. " Put th t m n 
all the small villages. Got a team in Pougl k i athe 

neat, don't yon think so ? " pointing back t t 

" Yes, very nice," replied Laura. 

" Hire it hy the week," Mr. Fjtias continued. " Heard 
you lived here, and thought I'd drop in." 

" I am very happy to see you," replied Laura, thinking 
by the cordiality of her manner to remove any unpleasant 
feeling her visitor might have with regard to their last 
interview, ' " Will you come into the parlor ? " 

They went into the forma! best room, and seated them- 
selves on chairs that stood so (Jecorously in their places that 
itseemedalmostasacrjlegeto move them Kate and George 
did not follow them, but Fanny lingered near the door. 

" When did you leave New York ? " asked Laura. 

" Two weeks ago," answered Mr. Fitlas. " Been having 
my vacation. Was to Long Branch. Very gay there ; 
tip-top fun," with a knowing look. "Had to go to New 
York though, to get my orders from the boss before I came 
up here." 
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"Then you were at the Moulder's, of course." 

" Yes, dined there one night." 

" How is Mrs, Moulder ? " 

" Middling, only middling, I should say. Moulder's as 
hearty as a brick, and the young ones were all right ; hut 
Agnes looked rather slim," 

" I hoped she would go away for awhile to the coun- 
try." 

" Didn't hear anything of it. Moulder ivas up on the 
Sound somewhere, at a clam-bake with some of his club; 
hut I don't^hink Agnes was going anywhere." 

After a little further chat, Laura excused herself and 
left her guest to he entertained by Fanny. She knew that 
country hospitality required that Mr. Fitlas should be 
aaked to stay to tea ; but she dared not invite him without 
her father's consent ; and as she had not yet seen her 
mother, she went at once to iind her. 

Mrs. Stanley was sitting in the kitchen door, paring 
apples, she did not stop her work for Laura's coming, ex- 
cept to return her kiss. 

" I'd like to get up, my dear, but I haven't the time, 
it's about six, and tea aiu't near ready, so Vm in a terrible 

"Yon know that George came back with me ? " 

"Yes, your father'll be glad to see him." 

" And yon know that a gentleman I met in Now York 

IS in the parlor?" 

" So Fanny told me, who is he ? " curiously, 

Laura briefly explained Mr. Fitlas' state and condition, 

and then added : " I think I ought to invite him to tea." 
" Well yes ; I suppose so, I don't know how your father 

'11 like it, but then we can't send him away." 
" Will yon tell father, mamma ? " 
"Yes," replied Mrs. Stanley ; " ho'll be along presently, 

and I'll ask him." 

Laura went up to her room to make some slight changes 

in her dress, and then returned to the parlor. She found 
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that Fanny, wlio was youtig and rather in awe of the 
stranger, was entertaining him with a game of check.u-s. 
It appeared to be abo ft t drawing to a close as she came in, 
for at that moment Mr. Fitlas thvew himself back in tlie 
chair so forcibly that it tipped up. 

« Carry me out and write my epitaph," he cried ; " I'm 
beaten." 

This seemed very funny not only to Fanny, but to 
Goorge and Kate who were now in the room, and the con- 
versation was a merry one, until a heavy step sounded on 
the piazza and Mr. Stanley passed through Po the back of 
the house. 

In the kitchen he found his wife, who with the aid of 
the younger girls, had almost completed her preparation 
for tea. At his entrance, she looked up in a nervous flariy 
and went to him, timidly. ^^ 

"Roger," she said, " George came back with Laura. 
No answer, but her practiced eye taught her that her 
husband was not displeased. 

" There is a young man herefrom New York, too, she 
added, hurriedly; " a friend of Laura's, we thought we'd 
ask him to tea." 

"I don't want any of her city dandies commg here after 
her," Mr. Stanley said, with a frown. " Let him pay for 
his tea, if he's got the money to do it," with his habitual 
sarcastic curl of the lips. ^^ 

"Then TU ring the bell, and I suppose he'll go away, 
Mrs. Stanley replied, meekly. 

For some reason her husband did not like this proposal 



either. " As long as he's here, you may go 



1 and ask 



him to tea," he growled ; " but I'll let her kjiow ^Fll have 
none of her danglers coming round here after her." 

Mi-s.- Stanley sighed faintly, hut hastened to obey her 
husband's last orders ; she laid aside her working apron, 
and went into the parlor to be iotroduoed to the stranger 
and ask him out to tea ; an invitation which Mr. Fitlas gra- 
ciously accepted. 
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" Delighted ma'am," he sait! ; " I feel myself i-ather hol- 
low, and shall he happy to partake of your hospitality." 

When the party went in to tea, Mr, Stanley somewhat 
unhent The two newcomers were men, and as belong- 
ing to his own ruling sex, to be treated like fellow sove- 
reigns, with proper courtesy, he shook hands with both 
politely, and then they all took their scats. 

After the blessing, Mr. Stanley turned to Mr. Fitlas, 
"Are you recently from New York, sir ?" 

" Yes, two weeks ago." 

" And how are politics there ? What do people say of 
the fall election ? " 

" Oh, we think it will go as it always does ; straight out, 
you know." 

" I see they have nominated some good men for Con- 
gress. Judge Swinton must be an able man." 

At the sound of his name, Laura felt herself color. " He 
is a disgrace to the New York Bench," she cried, hotly. 

Mr. Stanley turned his eyes upon her with cold disap- 
proval. " You know all about it, no doubt," he said, with 
that wrinkled sneer that was so offensive. 

" He is a man for whom I have no respect," replied 
Laura, firmly. 

"Fortunately it is of no consequence what you think 
about it," retorted her father ; " women are not expected 
to understand politics." 

He then resumed his conversation with Mr. Fitlas, oc- 
casionally drawing George into it ; but pursuing it evident- 
ly with no expectatidn whatever that his wife or daughters 
would either comprehend it, or take part in it. 

Shortly after the meal was over Mr. Fitlaa took his 
leave. "Irnastbe flying," he said; "duty before pleas- 
ure." 

" When do you expect to be back in New York ? '*' 
asked Lanva. 

" Give it up," replied Mr. Fitlas airily ; " two weeks, 
two months, can't say, all according to biz." 
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" Whenever you see Mrs. Moulder give her my best 
love," 

" I mil ; fareweU Miss Stanley, it may be for years and 
it may be for ever," with an assumption of great careless- 
ness, " young ladies adoo, Mr. Stanley I shall hope to see 
you in New York, at my humble shebang ;" presenting a 
card to the old gentleman who took it politely, and eo Mr. 
Fitlas departed in a blaze of glory. 

George appeared to breathe more freely after he was, 
gone. He had evidently felt that this city man, whose 
boots were smaller, whose hat was shinier, and whoso hair 
was redder than his own, had in some measure eclipsed 
him. Now that he was gone, he could hang about Kate 
without fear of a rival ; expressing his feelings, however, in 
looks rather than in words, for George was never much of 
a talker. 

He was a verygood-natured young fellow, however, and 
was so willing to wait on the girls, to run errands for them 
and to serve them individually and collectively in any 
way, that when, after a few days' visit he took his depar- 
ture, it was matter of regret to them all. And perchance 
more especially to Kate, who was secluded with him for an 
hour before he left, and who finally drove him to the sta- 
tion herself the two going away with very red but very 
happy faces, and followed by the mirthful good wishes 
of the rest of the girls who stood laughing on the piazza. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

fkank's stoet. 



Bepoek the " sad September days " were over, Laura 
beard of the death of her sweet friend, Flora Livingston. 
Mrs. D'Arcy gave her the first news of it, sending her a 
gracefully-written obituary of " the gifted lady " which ap- 
peared in a fashionable journal. It was impossible for 
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Laura to more than guess at the real history of Flora's fatal 
illness ; but as her tears fell fast to the memory of tke fair 
young creature, she felt with a pang of passionate regret, 
that her life had been sacrificed to the dictates of the socie- 
ty in which she lived, and to the conventional ideas of 
"woman's sphere." 

A letter from tlie doctov came with this paper, and in it 
she Bti-ongly urged Laura to visit her some time in October. 
Tbis proposal suited very well with the young artist's own 
plans. She had filled her summer orders for paintings so 
satisfactorily, that she had received from the same employ- 
ers a commission to prepare a series of sketches of autumn 
scenery and studies of autamn leaves. This work would ne- 
cessitate her remaining in the country until it was executed, 
and would give her, when it should be completed, a hand- 
some sum of money ; indeed, Laura began now to see her 
way clear to eafoing a respectable income by her pictures, 
and to hope that she would nevei' again be obliged to teach. 

In her answer to Mrs. D'Arcy, she fixed the time fof her 
visit, late in October, and to this the doctor replied, signi- 
fying her appi-oval.' The only means that Laura bad of 
hearing from the one person, whose image was every day 
more or less in her thoughts, was through Ma's. D'Arcy'a 
letters, and they possessed, therefore, an especial interest 
for her. In this way she had learned during the summer, 
that the traveller was well and had gone for a brief trip to 
the continent, and in this last note, ihe doctor said: 

"I saw Mrs. Bradford yesterday; they have just re- 
turned to town. Guy is expected home early in November." 

He would be in New York then, soon after Laura went 
to it ; but in the months since they had parted might he 
not have forgotten her ? He had been in gay Paris, he had 
passed over the routes where so many fair women are to be 
encountered; perhaps he had learned to fancy some one 
else. Laura's heart beat painfully, slowly, when she thonght 
of these possibilities, but she resolved to face even this, 
bravely. If the only man she had ever cai-ed for should b 
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lost to her, she had still her art, and life should not be 
ruined to her, though she missed its best prize, a happy 
marnage. 

So, whiie the days gi'ew shorter and the nights wilder 
and longer, Laura toiled hard with brush and pencil. In 
the splendid mornings, she was in the woods, gorgeous 
now with ail the flaming glories of autumn, enjoying with 
intense delight the beautiful scenes around her. The sun- 
light poured its radiant beams through the haif-denuded 
branches' of the trees ; the fresh breeze rustled the fallen 
leaves that blazed on the' russet ground like the scattered 
jewels of some conqueror's march, the fair spoils of the by- 
gone summer, rifled by the daring hands of the flying 
scouts of winter's army of lawless winds. ' The trees uprose 
decked gorgeously in honor of the last festival of the dying 
year ; the beech stretched its waving arms clothed with 
amber ; the oak stood massive and sombre, wrapped in its 
purple mantle; the maple, bright harlequin of the grove, 
displayed its coat of many colors, crimson and gold, green 
and orange, Down the dim aisles of the forest the blue 
aster raised its head, and in swampy places the scarlet 
cardinal-flower kept its stately watch. 

From these lavish beauties of the woodlands, Laura gath- 
ered the materials for a series of pictures that were un- 
written poems. Keenly did she delight in thus embody- 
ing her favorite fancies ; nor was it possible for her to be 
sad, while she had the constant stimulus of a congenial 
occupation. 

During all these weeks of study and labor, while the 
young artist received the warmest sympathy from her 
mother and sisters, her father never proffered a question as 
to her work, never offered her one word of encouragement, 
and once, when his wife ventured timidly to ask him if he 
would not like to see some of Laura's pictures, he refused, 
saying, " They must be daubs ; women can't paint any- 
thing worth looking at." 

The task was done at last, and the laborer felt that she 
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needecl a rest, before she began her winter's toU, and that 
she had earned a holiday. One late October day, with her 
pictures carefully packed in a portfolio, and a trunk con- 
taining a renovated wardrobe, for the cost of which she 
had earned every penny herself, Laura started for New 
York. 

The leaves were nearly all gone, now ; the wooda lay 
brown and sere, awaiting their winter robe of snow ; but 
the sunshine sparkled gayly as ever on the waters, and the 
heavens smiled a fair promise. 

The trip down, reminded Laura vividly of her journey 
a year ago. That, too, had been made on a fall afternoon 
and by the same train, indeed, as this on which she now 
was. She recalled with a shudder, the horrors of her first 
night in New York, and thought with thankfulness, that 
even if to-day, she should i-each the city alone and late, she 
would no longer be friendless. 

The ride went on smoothly for perhaps two-thirds of 
the way, and then at a sudden turn of the road, there was 
the sound of the double whistle for down breaks, and the 
train came to an abrupt halt. "Another accident," 
thought Laura, as she looked out, anxiously, 'fhe scene 
was a lonely one, a forest on the land side, sombre and 
melancholy ; the water on the other side coming up to the 
embanliment whereon they were. No habitations near. 

The passengers began to get out of the car, and to ask 
what had happened ; so that there was presently quite a 
crowd on the spot that a moment before bad been so deso- 
late. Laura wished that she, too, could inquire what had 
occurred, and was looking for some face in the throng to 
whom she might appeal, when among the men she saw 
Frank Heywood. She immediately threw up the saeh, 
and leaned out to attract his attention. Ho saw her in a 
moment, and came towards her with a smile of glad reoog- 
nition. 

" Why, Laura, how delightful this is ! " putting up his 
hand to shake hers. 
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" What is the matter with the train ? " asked Laura, 
after she had responded to his greeting. 

" Nothing has happened to ua," he answered; but some 
freight-cars are off the track below, and a great pile of iron 
is lying all over it." 

"Then we shall be detained here some time." 

" Yes, probably, several hours, I am afraid," 

"How glad I am that you are here ! " 

" Thanks, and I am as glad to see you. I'll tell you 
what we will do," he wont on ; " you must come with me 
into the drawing-room-car where I have a small section to 
myself." 

" Why, you are travelling in style ! " 

" Oh, we newspaper men have privileges, you know ; I 
was sent to Albany on special business, and needed a quiet 
place in which I could write out my report." 

Laura went forward with Frank to one of those min- 
iatm-e palaces, with which Americans are familiar, and 
into a tiny room panelled in many varieties of wood; 
padded with bine damask cushions, and having a mirror 
set on either side. . There were dooi-s to the little compai-t- 
ment, and by closing these they could be quite secluded. 
For a time, after they were established, Heywood was 
quite busy in writing an account of the disaster for the 
paper, while Laura amused herself by making a sketch of 
the view from the window. After awhile, however, the 
daylight faded, and it began to grow dark. 

" Frank," asked Laura, laying down her pencils and 
glancing out apprehensively ; " do you think we shall be 
■able to start, soon ? " 

" I.am afAid not. When I was out, just now, they said 
they had found that the track was injured by the crush 
of the iron, and they must replace some of the rails." 

" And that will take along time, won't it ? " 

"Tee, probably. They wlil have to work at a disad- 
vantage in the dark. There was some talk of transferring 
the passengers, bat there is a bridge just below at the 
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break, whicli is bo injured that it is almost ii 
cross it." 

" You don't think we will be kept here all night, do 
you ? " 

" No, not so bad as that, I hope ; I think we shall be in 
town before morning," 

"Mrs. D'Arcy will hardly wait dinner for me as she 
_ " Laura remarked. 

" No j she will have heard at the depot what has hap- 
pened, 80 that she will not be anxious." 

Presently a man came through the car and lighted the 
lamp, closing the door of the section so that the two were 
shut in together. Laura grew uneasy. 

" I think I will go back to my own car," she said. 

"Why should you do that?" asked Frank, in great 
amazement, 

Laura colored, faintly. " Well perhaps— perhaps it will 
be better;" hesitatingly, 

A sudden light came into the young journalist's eyes — 
"I understand," he said; "it would be better— if— if— " 
he paused a moment, gazing out into the darkness, then he 
turned to his companion— " Laura," he said, "I am so 
much attached to you— I trust you bo entii-ely, that I 
think I can, confide in, you." 

" I hope so, Frank : " looking at him in surprise. ■ 

" Have you never guessed my secret ? " he asked, turning 
upon her the full light of those strange eyes; "you have 
told me more than once that I w^ like a brother to you, 
if you had said a sister, it would have been nearer the truth." 

Laura regarded ber companion for a moment with an 
astonished gaze; then a hundred little circumstances 
rushed to her memory — " You are a woman ! " she cried, 
clapping her hands in delight; " that is glorious I " and 
she caught Frank around the neck with a hearty kiss. 
■ The young journalist looked i-eally happy, and laughed 
light heartedly. " It is rather a large practical joke isn't 
it I Sometimes I keenly enjoy it." 
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"It's grand!" cried Laura; "Perfectly grand!' To 
thint of you being one of the editors of ' the Trumpeter ! ' 
And going all over town as you please ! And knocking 
Bludgett down ! And rescuing me from Judge Swinton ! 
Aiid voting, I dare say ! " As a grand climax—" Oh, it's 
delicious ! " 

" And you never suspected me ? " 

" Never ; I thought yoa were entirely different from 
anylnan I ever knew ; so gentle, so refined, seeming to un- 
derstand my. feelings so completely; I loved you, I have 
often thought, as I might have loved a woman. But I 
never dreamed of this !" 

" Rhoda knew it," said Frank, " I don't know how ; but 
she discovered my secret, long ago." 

"Now I understand her sacrifice to you," rejoined 
Laura; "she was right in thinking your life worth 
saving." 

"I don't know as to that, tut I hope I shall be able to 
carry out my career as I have planned it. I think it m- 
volves some self-denial." 

" Of course it does," replied Laura gravely ; " veiy 
great self-denial, you dear Frank ! But do tell me how you 
came to disguise yourself & ; I have often wanted to know 
more of your life than you have ever told me.", 

" Ton shall hear," replied Frank. " I was born at the 
south, as you know. I was the only child and my mother 
died in giving me birth. My father, who loved her passion- 
ately, never remarried, but devoted himself to my education. 
I lived with him on a lonely plantation and, less restrained 
by conventionalities than most girls, was his companion 
in hia rides, his walks, and even in the athletic sports of 
which he was unusually fond so that I grew up remarkably 
strong and vigorous. The war came, and after a time my 
father went away to fight, as he believed, for freedom. He 
was killed ; the negroes were free, our property was worth- 
less, and I foundmyself at twenty, alone in the world, with 
no protector and no home ! I had an uncle, himself already 
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burdened with the care of a large family, and I determines 
not to be dependent on him. Full of a romantic belief in 
my own possibilities of work, I took what little money I 
could raise from the sale of the . furniture of the house and 
came to New York, I suppose I can say it now," the 
■young joarnaliRt went on with a smile ; " I was a very 
good-looking girl." 

" I can readily believe it," said Laura ; " you are a very 
handsome yonng man." 

" Thankg. Well, ray beauty, such as it was, did me no 
good;" gloomily— "I had no friends, I was entirely un- 
protected. I was insulted, refused work, unless I would 
comply with the disgraceful propositions of my employers ; 
in shoi-t, I had the experience which so many young women 
have in the great city ; poverty, temptation, cruelty. 1 
was resolved not to sink where so many had fallen ; but it 
was hard work sometimes. There was one man in partic- 
ular who persecuted me so persistently, that at last I scarce- 
ly dared to go out, lost he should carry me off to some hope- 
less pit. Then I grew desperate, and as much to avoid him 
as for any other purpose, I pawned my last article of valne 
— my father's watcli — which I had kept securely till then, 
and which, by the way, I have Snce redeemed ; and with 
the money thus obtained, bought a suit of boy's clothes. 
The change was delightful ! You can never imagine what it 
was I My limbs were free ; I could move untranamelled, and 
my actions were free ; I could go about unquestioned. No 
■man insulted me, and when I asked for work, I was not 
offered outrage." 

" I know what that is," said Laura ; recalling her own 
experiences as book-agent. 

" At first, I thought I would only wear the dress for a 
short time ; but one day I read in the papers an account 
of that physician who recently died in Edinburgh, and who, 
after a long life of honor, wide practice and the enjoyment 
of many dignities, was discovered to be a woman, whea 
death had ended her career. Had her sex been known she 
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could not even have studied her pvofesaion — she began 
forty years ago — she would never have been acknowledged 
as capable, and wonld not have received a single one of 
the marks of distinction which were given to her. Her 
story moved me to attempt a like success ; I resolved to 
carve out for myself a place in the world as a, man, and let 
death alone reveal my secret and prove what a woman can 
do ; " with a resolute light in those deep eyes. 

'"You have set yourself a grand task!" Laura said, 
enthusiastically. 

" Yea, and thus far I have been able to carry it out 
according to my hopes. At firstj had hard work, of course. 
I began aa a news-seller ; studying at night to learn short- 
hand ; then I got employment on an evening paper, and at 
last on 'the Trumpeter.' Of course my dress enabled me to 
go to places and scenes whieh I could not have visited in 
the garb of my sex, and I have seen a great many odd and 
terrible things in that way. But thus far, no one but 
Bhoda, has ever suspected my secret." 

" But I don't understand that dear little moustache," 
eaid Laura, who had been studying her companion closely. 

"That is only a cunningly-devised fiction," laughed 
Frank. 

"A very clever one, certainly," said Laura; "and do you 
vote at the election ? " 

" Undoubtedly ; I have never missed one since I have 
been a man, and now you understand why I so thoroughly 
believe in woman snffrage," 

This strange revelation of Frank's history offered food 
for a long conversation between the two, and they were 
both surprised and almost sorry, when the train at last 
started. 

" It is just as well that we should go, however," 
Lanra said, lightly! "since every one doM not know the 
truth about you, and. you really are such a very good-look- 
ing fellow that it might be quite compromising for me to 
he too much with you." 
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" I have longed to te!! you my story for some thno 
past," replied Frank; " I felt that we could be so much 
more at ease together." 

" I thank you a thousand times for your confidence," 
Laura said, earnestly ; " and you will come to see me often, 
while I am at Mrs. D'Arcy's ? " 

"I don't know as to that, I am afraid I shall be so busy 
for the next week, over the election, that I shall have very 
little time for visiting. By the way, the doctor has known 
my secret for three years; she attended me once in a severe 
illness, and I love the dear lady, like a mother." 

At the depot in New York they found Mrs, D'Arcy's, 
carriage waiting for Laura ; but Frank could only go with 
her to the door, where they parted, as the copy for the 
paper must be taken down a» soon as possible, and Frank 
must hire a swift conveyance. and go at once to the office. 

Laura looked after the slight figure as it disappeared 
in the darkness, and thought that if there were some trials 
in the young joui-nalist's life, there must surely be soma 
compensations also. 



CHAPTER L. 

fEW YOEK ELECTION. 



It was veiy pleasant to Laura to be once more with 
Mrs. D'Arcy, and to meet some of the friends whom she 
had seen a year ago ; to go out in the busy streets and to 
stroll through the art-galleries ; but again and again, as 
Bhe moved about in the familiar scenes, the image of a 
graceful figure that had been there a year ago crossed her 
mind, and her eyes filled with tears, at the thought that the 
lovely young being who had so enjoyed the spring days of 
her youth, would never on this earth be with her again. 

Laura's iirst visit was naturally made to the Moulders. 
She found the gentle. lady looking much paler and feebler 
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than when she had first met her a year ago, with the same 
patient light in her soft brown eyes, and apparently the 
same infinite capacity for uncomplaining suffering. The 
children were well, Aleck went to school thia winter, which 
was quite a relief, and Mr. Moulder was very busy just' 
now ; out a great deal ahout election matters. 

This same election met Laura at every turn. As she 
walked through the streets, she saw at eligible points, 
great bannei's, hearing the names of various candidates for 
office ; and every few blocks noticed large transparencies 
over the beadquarters of this or that political club. One 
day when she was out with the doctor, their attention W» 
.caught by a large hunting bearing, the inscription ; 

THE PEOPLE'S CHOICE 



FOJi CONGRESS. 
EDK, SILAS SWINTOI. 

and helow these letters, a gigantic likeness of the judge. 

" People's choice ! " , exclaimed Laura, indignantly ! 
" Women are not people then, since no woman, certainly, 
has made this man their choice. Honorable, indeed I " 

" Brutus was an Jionorable man ! " quoted the doctor. 

" But is it not terrible to think of poor Rhoda's wasted 
life ; trampled into the dust because this man ruined 
her, and then to think of his holding high office ! " 

"It is only one of the many ways which we shall have 
to suffer, until our sex is permitted a voice in these things, 
my dear." 

"When women have the right of suffrage, they will cer- 
tainly not sanction such a state of afikira in politics ss we 
have now." 

" No ; and assuredly the influence of good women is 
needed as much in purifying the corruptions of government, 
i6* ( - I 
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as it ever was needed .in charity or reform among the poor 
and needy." 

" 0£ course, and it is no wonder that abuses exist, 
when such men as Moalder and Eludgett and the low crea- 
tures who haunt drinking-aaloons, are allowed to vote, 
while the privilege is refused to women like you 1 " 

" And you too, my dear," smiled the doctor ; " but it is 
rather unreasonable to give the ballot to the worst men, 
and deny it to the best women. One would think that 
merit would be a more reasonable qualification than sex." 

Anothejr day when Laura was riding down town in a 
car, filled almost entirely with ladies, a quantity of hand- 
bills were thrown into the window. Taking up one of 
these she read : 

" People of New York do your duty ! " 

"Is that addressed to me?" she queried, mentally. 
"I have been led to suppose my Self a person, until lately; 
let me see how I can do my duty ; " and she went on ; 

" If yon love your country, register and vote ! If you 
desire an honest government, register and vote ! " 

" I love my country, and I desire an honest government," 
thought Laura ; " yet it seems these words are not ad- 
dressed to me, after all ; since I am not allowed to register 
and not permitted to vote." 

She folded the paper up and carried it home ; showing 
it to the doctoi" and relating the incident. 

" Now only think, there were in that car eight women 
and two men ; I counted them j but according to this 
hand-bill, only two out of the ten human beings were 
worth addressing ! " and she tossed the paper into the fire. 

" It is rather hard," replied Mrs, D'Arcy ; " at every 
election, ballots for both parties are sent to this house. 
There is no one here who is permitted to use them, and yet 
the tax-collector nev^r fails to hold me responsible to his 
Qlaims. It would seem only reasonable that if my sex de- 
bars me from one duty, it should excuse me from the other." 

A few mornings after this, when it wanted only three 
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days of the one appointed for the election, Lauva wae awa- 
kened quite early, by sounds of the firing of cannon and 
the ringing of hells. A gooddeal alarmed, she jumped Qvtt 
of bed. " It can't be a bombardment," she said to herself, 
Teassuriagly ; " we are not at war with any body." 

However, as the portentons racket continued, she 
thought she would go and ask the doctor what it might 
signify. Accordingly throwing a dressing-gown over her 
shoulders, she huiTied to Mrs. D'Arey's room. 

"My dear, what is it?" cried the doctor, who was 
easily awakened, and had the happy faculty of having all 
her senses about her at once. 

"What is that noise?" inquired Laura; " don't you 
hear ? cannon firing and bells ringing ; do you think there 
is a great fire somewhere, or what is it ? " 

The' doctor threw herself back in the bed, laughing 
heaitily. "It is only a contrivance to get voters out to 
register," she exchum^d. "Were you really fright- 
ened?" 

" I was a little startled," replied Laura ; " bat I am 
more provoked, now. It seems that these men think that' 
women are deaf as well as ignorant. I protest that if 
they want to make snch a hubbub to wake up only electors, 
they ought so to an-angc matters that only electors shall 
hear it ; " and she departed to her room again. 

The violent demonstrations were not over yet, bow- 
ever ; that same afternoon as the doctor and Laura were 
driving np Fifth-avenue, a most mournful sound of a toll- 
ing bell was heard at a distance ; the doctor looked really 
annoyed. 

" I do hope that won't come this way," she said. 

" What is it ? " asked Laura ; " A funeral ? " 

Mrs. D'Arcy laughed again. " No, ray dear, unless it 
may be considered as the annual funeral of the liberties 
of the women of New York. It is another invention to 
call out voters." 

At this moment there appeared a huge cart with a high 
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white top, on which were inscriptiona in large bright-col- 
ored letters, entreating " the people " to " Stand np to the 
dutiesof the hour," and to "Tarn out in mass ;" together 
with the namea of certain candidates. This frightful look- 
iug vehicle was drawn by four horses, and at every step of 
its slow progress, a great bell under the cover, tolled with 
a loud and portentous clang. 

The effect of this horror upon' the horses attached to 
various private caiTiages which were abroad, may be im- 
agined. At its approach there was universal consternation. 
Even the doctor's sober gi'eya plunged with terror, as they 
caught sight of it. 

" This is a genuine outrage 1 " exclaimed Mrs. D'Arcy. 
" After each of the elections since this thing was contrived, 
I have been called to see some lady who had been seriously 
injured by her horaes taking flight at it," 

" It seeruB' rather out of place here, too," said Laura, 
looking out. " There is scarcely a man in sight. I see 
plenty of pale and apparently terj-ifled tax-payers, but 
hardly any voters." 

When the day of election finally came, the excitement 
culminated. In some parts of the city, it was not safe for 
women to be abroad. The nobler, the tenderer, the more 
harmonious influences which " the gentler sex" are acknowl- 
edged to bring with them every where, were rigidly ex- 
cluded from all weight in the choice of the rulers of a 
city, of whose inhabitants more than one half are women ; 
and brute fpree ruled everywhere. In the upper wards of 
the city, the polls were only the scene of heavy swearing, 
hard betting and coarse excitement ; hut the lower wards 
were the theatres of fierce contests, drunkenness, rowdyism, 
and in moi-e than one instance, of actual violence. 

Bangs and Snaggers were very busy, conveying certain 
hands of men with suspicious haste from one polling-booth to 
another, bnt discreetly refraining from casting more than 
one vote apiece themselves, as being well-known public 
characters. They were also useful in several instances, in 
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cliallengmg voters for the opposite party, and in actually 
deterring some timid soula from approaching the ballot-box 
where their alarming faces were to be seen. 

At Bludgett's, business was very brisk all day; that 
worthy himself had " voted early," if he had not " voted 
often," and was at his post brewing strong drink for all 
comers; haranguing with a loud voice on the merits of his 
favorite candidate, and more than once mixing beverages 
so potent, that those who partook of them, and who were 
invariably of the opposite party, were unable after drinking, 
to deposit a vote, even with the most devoted aasistamce 
of their friends. 

It was a hard day for many of the inhabitants of tha 
city ; a hard day for those patriots who, on this occasion 
had half-a-dozeti names and residences, and who were all 
so very enthusiastic for their cause that they had to vote its 
ticket at least once for each name. A hard day for the 
officers who had charge of the ballot-boxes, and whose dark 
and intricate duties involved a long and mysterious session 
after the polls were closed ; and a very hard day for the 
wives and mothers of those electors, who drank success to 
their party until far into the night, and went staggering 
home towards morning, to the women whom they legally 
" represented and protected." 

Among these last .was Mr. Bludgctt. Utterly worn-out 
with nearly forty-eight houra of duty behind his bar, about 
five o'clock, while the night was yet dark, he came 
Btumbliug back to his house. As he groped his way up 
Stairs, the door of the sitting-room was opened, letting out 
a little light by which he might the better see his way. 

Instead of taking this as a kindly act, the man fell into 
a rage at sight of the trembling creature who stood, half 
behind the door, watching for him. 

"What the devil are you here for?" he demanded, 
" yon ought to have been in bed hours ago ! " 

"I did go to bed, I did, John ; but I couldn't sleep for 
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worrying, and T just thought Pd get up and road awhile," 
she replied, deprecatingly. 

Her appearance indicated that she had indeed undi-ess- 
ed for the night. She had on a ragged night-gown over 
which her shawl was wrapped", and her thin hair fell on her 
shoulders. As Bludgett came into the room, she closed the 
door and went qnickly over to the taljle on which lay the 
book which she had evidently been reading ; but this time 
it was no eho wily-covered romance, but a poor, worn copy 
of the Bible. She took it np hnrriedly and hid it under 
her shawl, then turned to her husband timidly ; 

" Has every thing gone right, John ? " she asked. 

" Yes, of course, the Judge is elected by a big major- 
ity. It's been hard work ; but it's all 0. K. now." 

" I didn't mean that ; but — but," looking at him with 
an awful horror in her questioning eyes — "was there any 
row? any body hurt?"- 

The man drew his black brows together and turned on 
her fiercely — "There you go!" he cried; "always afraid 
somebody'll be hurt. Haven't I told you to drop that ? 
you've been a snivelling ever since — " he looked around 
with a shudder — " ever since; you know when. I told you 
t'other day I'd kil! you if you didn't drop it," 

" Oh, John, I didn't mean any hai-m ; " she sobbed. 

" Didn't mean any harm ! "he repeated, " aggravating 
a fellow when he comes in, all worn out ! I'li teach you 
how to talk so to me. Blast you ! " 

The poor woman gave a wild shriek as her husband 
came towards her ; but this seemed only to infiame his 
rage. He strnck her a fearful blow with his clenched flst 
and she staggered and fell. 

"There I " he said, with a horrible oath ; " will you go 
whining at me again ? " nicnacing her fiercely. 

The little book had dropped from her grasp as she fell ; 
she picked it up, and holding it clasped in hel- trembling 
hands, half raised herself from the floor. Her right eye 
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was partly closed and the blood dfopped over her pallid 
face from the gash beside it. 

" John ! " she moaned, "don't kill me ! don't kill me ! " 
swaying feebly and looking at him pitifully ; " I love you 
John, and I — I pvay for yon, every day." 

The words seemed to render the man absolutely savage. 
" You puling cat ! " lie cried ; " you'll hang me yet with 
your fears, and your prayers, and your tell-tale white 
face ! Blast you ! yon sbant say that again ! " 

He rushed upon her and beat her down; then setting his 
teeth hard, while his eyes glowed blood-red with fury, he 
seized her by her hair and pounded her head against the 
floor. . 

"John! John I dear John 1 " 

The words were half a sliriek and half an entreaty ; bat 
they availed her nothing; he only struck her more fiercely, 
his breath panting aa he ground his teeth and fought her 
wildly. She writhed partly away from him, once half 
staggering to her feet, her garments torn, the blood spurt- 
ing frojp. several wounds. 

" For God's sake, John ! don't kill me — John, dear ! " 

At this moment ho caught sight of the book which she 
still held. It seemed to stimulate his rage to madness; he 
snatched it from her and smote her down again, silencing 
that pleading voice by a stamp of his heavy boot-heel on 
the helpless mouth. 

After this there were only moans, growing fainter and 
fainter; but the man, like one possessed by some fiend, struck 
and kicked the poor helpless body long after all motion had 
ceased, and until the crushed spirit had escaped from the 
tortures of this life through the terrible gateway of death I 
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CHAPTER U. 



COrrcLusiON. 



One evening -when Laura had been in New York abont 
a week, as she and the doctor were chatting over their des- 
sert, a card was brought to' Mra. D'Arcy. As she looked 
at it a faint change crossed her face, and had bor guest 
been observing her, she might have noted that the doctor 
looked at her with a curious expression for a moment 
before speaking. 

" My dear, there is a gentleman in the parlor who wishes 
to see me ; do you mind going to the libraiy until I send for 
you ? " 

" Not at all," replied Laura ; " you know I am always 
entertained there ; pray don't trouble yourself about me." 

The doctor preceded her gaest up stairs and was at- 
some pains to close the door of the parlor, which, however, 
Laura did not perceive, as she went at once to the library 
and ensconced herself before the fire with a book In which 
she wa? interested. 

Meantime, Mrs. D'ATOy had gone into the other room, 
.and was shaking hands with Guy Bradford. He looiked 
well, somewhat brown from his sea voyage and joarneylng, 
but so handsome, so bi-ight, so cordial in his greeting, 
that the doctor could not find it in her heart to feel any 
resentment against him. 

" I am glad to see you back, Guy," she said, as they 
sat down ; " and yet I have been vexed at you ever since 
you ran away, for going off as you did." 

" I know it was foolish," replied Guy ; " but if you could 
realize how much I have sufiered from my own rashness, 
you would not blame me. Oh, Mrs. D'Arcy, you know 
how deeply I have eared for Laura ; tell me, how is she ? " 
■with an eagerness that proved the strength of bis feelings. 



t> Google 



LORD AND MASTER. 877 

" She is well," said the doctor. 

" And where is she? " 

'* Before I answer that question, you must let mfe ask 
you one." 

"Well, what is it? I know I deserve punishment ; but 
please don't make it very bad — ^I have endured a good deal 
already." 

" I will make my homily as brief as I can," answered 
Mi-a. D'Arey ; " but first you must explain some things to 
me. When I told you last Spring that Laura was not 
engaged to Frank Heywood, you made me the confidant of 
your sentiments towards her ; are they unchanged ? " 

"Entirely ; except that I love her a hundred times 
better than I did then," replied Guy, fervently. 

" But if yon loved her, why did you outrage her as yoa 
did, at that last interview ? She told me of it some time . 
after it took place." 

" I know I behaved abominably," replied Guy, penitent- 
ly ; " after awhile I realized it ; at first I was so wretched 
that I tried to blame hev and cure myself of caring for her, 
but it was impossible; I could not believe that she had 
ever done any thing of which slje need be ashamed." 

" Of course not ; any sensible man would have known 
that, at once," said Mrs. D'Arey, indignantly. " But you 
were in a state of mind in which your natural good sense 
was for a time obscui-ed ; " she added, with a smile. 

"I suppose 90," acquiesced Guy ; " 1 know I was well 
nigh crazed. After that night at the Academy, I was so 
happy nntil the next morning, when I received a letter in- 
sinuating a hoiTible charge against Laura, and bidding me 
ask her where she spent her first night in the city." 

" An anonymous letter ? " asked the doctor. 

"Yes, I ought not to have heeded it, perhaps, and I 
would not, if she had answered my question at once. I 
told myself all day long that it was nothing, but when she 
refused to reply to what seemed so simple a demand, I was 
maddened into disti-ust. If I had stayed here I sfeonld 
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have gone to see her once more ; but before night had come 
again, it was too late, and I was away on the ocean." 

"Tou behaved like the impetuous fellow you always 
have been," said the doctor, 

" Too rashly, I can see now; but Mrs, D'Arcy, do you 
know where Laura spent that night ? " 

"Yes." 

" "Why didn't she tell me ? " 

''Guy Bradford," said the doctor, very solemnly — "have 
you any right to aftk ? " 

" What do you mean ? " he demanded, a slow color ris- 
ing to his honest face. 

"I mean this; suppose she were to catechize you, would 
you tell her where you have spent all the nights otyow life ? " 

The young man dropped his head. "I am no scoun- 
drel," he murmured ; " but I am not worthy of her." 

"You are like other men," Mrs. D'Arcy said; "you 
think that you have a right to demand from the woman 
you wish to marry, a strict account of every act of her 
life, while you hold that your sins are a matter which do 
not conceiTi her. Do you believe that this is fair ? " 

Guy had risen and was walking about the room. " No, 
it is not fair," he exclaimed. " In the sight of God, men 
and women are equal, and measured by that standard, I 
have no right to ask her to marry me. But, Mrs. D'Arcy,.! 
have been absolutely true to her since I first'saw her, and 
I love her so dearly ! " And he turned upon the kind lady 
a look so full of honest pleading, that it tonched her heart, 

"And you think you will always love her?" 

" So help me God, I will love her and he faithful to her, 
60 long as we both shall live." 

" I believe you, Guy, and knowing you as well as I do, 
I think yon may be trusted." 

" And now, won't you tell where she is 

" She is in the library." 

" Here ! " with a glad light springing to his eyes. 

"Yes." 
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*' And I may go to her ? " 
"Yes." 

He waited for no other word ; but d^bed out of the 
room and across the hall. There he paused a moment. 
The door of the library was ajar, and looking in he saw- 
Laura, seated in a low chair near the fire. The light from 
a shaded lamp fell on the noble head and the beautiful face, 
where it seemed that a shade of sadness lingered. Her 
hands were crossed on her lap over the book which had 
fallen from her clasp, and her gray eyes were looking 
thoTightfally into the fire; among the fancies she was 
reading there, could it be possible that his image had a 
place ? The young man tapped verj- lightly, and Laura 
turned her head: 

" Come in," she said. 

He stepped aorosa the threshold, and she started up with 
a glad ovy — " Guy ! " 

"My darling ! My love! Forgive me ! Oh, Laura ! 
Sweetheart t You do care for me ! " 

She was in his arms now, her face wet with happy tears 
bidden on his breast, and there was a dimness in her lover's 
eyea as he bent to win from her own lips an answer to hia 
question. 

"And you will be my wife?" he asked, presently, as 
he held her in his embrace. 

"Yes, Guy" — 

Then after a moment she added ; " For I believe that 
you will not ask me to surrender my liberty entirely, and 
will permit me to follow out my own careerin life ;" look- 
ing up at him with trustful affection. 

" My own darling," he replied, " your obligations to 
me shall be no greater than mine to you. We will make 
life'ajoumey hand in hand, equals in all things, by God's 
blessing travelling together to the end, and finding an im- 
mortal happiness in an eternal heave'ii." 
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